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PREFACE 

The material in this volume originally ap- 
peared in The Bootcman, 1917-1918. It is now 
published with much addition and revision. 

The Great War has had a stimulating effect on 
the production of poetry. Professional poets 
have been spokesmen for the inarticulate, and a 
host of hitherto unknown writers have acquired 
reputation. An immense amount of verse has 
been written by soldiers in active service. The 
Allies are fighting for human liberty, and this 
Idea is an inspiration.^ It is comforting to know 
that some who have made the supreme sacrifice 
will be remembered through their printed poems, 
and it is a pleasure to aid in giving them public 
recognition. 

Furthermore, the war, undertaken by Germany 
to dominate the world by crushing the power of 
Great Britain, has united all English-speaking 
people as nothing else could have done. In this 
book, all poetry written in the English language 
is considered as belonging to English literature. 

It should be apparent that I am not a sectarian 
ini art, but am thankful for poetry wherever I find 
it. I have endeavored to make clear the artistic, 
intellectual, and spiritual significance of many of 

xi 



xii PBEFACE 

our oontemporary Engliah-writing poets. The 
difScalties of snoh an imdertaking are obvious; 
but there are two standards of measure. One is 
the literature of the past, the other is the life 
of today. I judge every new poet by these two 
tests. The fashion in poetry is always swinging 
from Spenser to Donne, and back again; from ^ 

Tennyson to Thompson, and back again. At this 
moment the influence of John Donne is wider than 
at any time since the mid-seventeenth century. 
Our latest extras in flesh and spirit can hardly sur- 
pass his candour or his ecstasy. Meanwhile, amid 
the winds of doctrine and the gusts of sentiment, 
the old tunes are heard. With reference to the 
life and thought of today, many of our poets may 
be called reflectors and interpreters. 

I have given some biographical detail, because 
it is important and not always easy to find. 

W. L. R 
Tale University, 
Tuesday, 4 June 1918. 
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THE ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY 
IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY 

CHAPTER I 

SOME C0NTBABT8 — ^HENLEY, XHOMPBON, HABDY, 

KIPLING 

Meaning of the word ^'advance" — ^tbe present widespread in- 
terest in poetry — the spiritnal warfare — ^Henley and Thompson 
— Thomas Hardy a prophet in literature — The Dynaata — his 
atheism — ^his lyrical power — ^Kipling the Victorian — ^his future 
possibilities — ^Robert Bridges — ^Robert W. Service. 

Although English poetry of the twentieth cen- 
tury seems inferior to the poetry of the Victorian 
epoch, for in England there is no one equal to Ten- 
nyson or Browning, and in America no one equal 
to Poe, Emerson, or Whitman, still it may fairly be 
said that we can discern an advance in English po- 
etry not wholly to be measured either by the calen- 
dar and the clock, or by sheer beauty of expression. 
I should not like to say that Joseph Conrad is a 
greater writer than Walter Scott ; and yet in The 
Nigger of the Narcissus there is an intellectual 
sincerity, a profound psychological analysis, a 
resolute intention to discover and to reveal the 
final truth concerning the children of the sea, that 
one would hardly expect to find in the works of the 

wonderful Wizard. Shakespeare was surely a 

1 



2 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY 

greater poet than Wordsworth ; but the man of the 
LakeSy with the rich inheritance of two centariesi 
had a capital of thought unpossessed by the great 
dramatist, which, invested by his own genius, en- 
abled him to draw returns from nature undreamed 
of by his mighty predecessor. Wordsworth was 
not great enough to have written King Lear; and 
Shakespeare was not late enough to have written 
Tintern Abbey. Every poet lives in his own 
time, has a share in its scientific and philosophical 
advance, and his individuality is coloured by his 
experience. Even if he take a Greek myth for a 
subject, he will regard it and treat it in the light 
of the day when he sits down at his desk, and ad- 
dresses himself to*the task of composition. It is 
absurd to call the Victorians old-fashioned or out 
of date ; they were as intensely modem as we, only 
their modernity is naturally not ours. 

A great work of art is never old-fashioned ; be- 
cause it expresses in final form some truth about 
human nature, and human nature never changes — 
in comparison with its primal elements, the moun- 
tains are ephemeral. A drama dealing with the 
impalpable human soul is more likely to stay true 
than a treatise on geology. This is tiie notable ad- 
vantage that works of art have over works of sci- 
ence, the advantage of being and remaining true. 
No matter how important the contribution of sci- 
entific books, they are alloyed with inevitable er- 
ror, and after the death of their authors must be 
constantly revised by lesser men, improved by 
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smaller minds; whereas the masterpieces of po- 
etiy, drama and fiction cannot be revised, because 
they are always true. The latest edition of a woii 
of science is the most valuable ; of literature, the 
earliest. 

Apart from the natural and inevitable advance 
in poetry that every year witnesses, we are liv- 
ing in an age characterized both in England and 
in America by a remarkable advance in poetry as 
a vital influence. Earth 's oldest, inhabitants prob- 
ably cannot remember a time when there were so 
many poets in activity, when so many books of 
poems were not only read, but bought and sold, 
when poets were held in such high esteem, when so 
much was written and published about poetry, 
when the mere forms of verse were the theme of 
such hot debate. There are thousands of minor 
poets, but poetry has ceased to be a minor subject. 
Any one mentally alive cannot escape it. Poetry 
is in the air, and everybody is catching it. Some 
American magazines are exclusively devoted to the 
printing of contemporary poems ; anthologies are 
multiplying, not ** Keepsakes*' and ** Books of 
Gems,'* but thick volumes representing the 
bumper crop of the year. Many poets are reciting 
their poems to big, eager, enthusiastic audiences, 
and the atmosphere is charged with the melodies 
of ubiquitous minstrelsy. 

The time is ripe for the appearance of a great 
poet. A vast audience is gazing expectantly at 
a stage crowded with subordinate actors, waiting 
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for the Master to appear. The Greek dramatists 
were sure of their public; so were the Russian 
novelists; so were the (German musioians. The 
<< conditions'' for poetry are intensified by reason 
of the Great War. We have got everything 
except the Genius. And the paradox is that al- 
though the Genius may arise out of right condi- 
tions, he may not; he may come like a thief in 
the night The contrast between public interest 
in poetry in 1918 and in 1830| for an illustration, 
is unescapable. At that time the critics and the 
magazine writers assured the world that '^ poetry 
is dead. ' ' Ambitious young authors were gravely 
advised not to attempt anything in verse — as 
though youth ever listened to advice I Many 
critics went so far as to insist that the temper of 
the age was not ^'adapted" to poetry, that not 
only was there no interest in it, but that even if 
the Man should appear, he would find it impossible 
to sing in such a time and to such a coldly indif- 
ferent audience. And yet at that precise mo- 
ment, Tennyson launched his ** chiefly lyrioaP' 
volume, and Browning was speedily to follow. 

Man is ever made humble by the facts of life ; 
and even literary critics cannot altogether ignore 
them. Let us not then make the mistake of be- 
ing too sure of the immediate future; nor the 
mistake of overestimating our contemporary 
poets ; nor the mistake of despising the giant Vic- 
torians. Let us devoutly thank God that poetry 
has come into its own; that the modem poet, in 
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public es^tiinationy is a Hero; that no one has to 
apologize either for reading or for writing verse. 
An age that loves poetry with the passion ohar- 
aoteristio of the twentietiii century is not a flat or 
materialistic age. We are not disobedient unto 
the heavenly vision. 

In the world of thought and spirit this is essen- 
tially a fighting age. The old battle between the 
body and the soul, between Paganism and Chris- 
tianity, was never so hot as now, and those who 
take refuge in neutrality receive contempt. Pan 
and Jesus Christ have never had so many enthu- 
siastic followers. We Christians believe our 
Leader rose from the dead, and the followers of 
Pan say their god never died at alL It is sig- 
nificant that at the beginning of the twentieth cen- 
tury two English poets wrote side by side, each 
of whom unconsciously waged an irreconcilable 
conflict with the other, and each of whom speaks 
from the grave today to a concourse of followers. 
These two poets did not '^flourish" in the twen- 
tieth century, because the disciple of the bodily 
Pan was a cripple, and the disciple of the spirit- 
ual Christ was a gutter-snipe ; but they both lived, 
lived abundantly, and wrote real poetry. I refer 
to William Ernest Henley, who died in 1903, and 
to Francis Thompson, who died in 1907. 

Both Henley and Thompson loved the crowded 
streets of London, but they saw different visions 
there. Henley felt in the dust and Ain of the city 
the irresistible urge of spring, the invasion of the 
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smell of distant meadows ; the hurly-burly bearing 
witness to the annual conquest of Pan. 

Here in this radiant and inunortal street 

Lavishly and omnipotently as ever 

In the open hills, the undissembling dales, 

The laughing-places of the juvenile earth. 

For lo ! the wills of man and woman meet, 

Meet and are moved, each unto each endeared 

As once in Eden's prodigal bowiers befel. 

To share his shameless, elemental mirth 

In one great act of faith, while deep and strong, 

Incomparably nerved and cheered. 

The enormous heart of London joys to beat 

To the measures of his rough, majestic song : 

The lewd, perennial, overmastering spell 

That keeps the rolling universe ensphered 

And life and all for which life lives to long 

Wanton and wondrous and for ever well. 

The London Voluntaries of Henley, from which 
the above is a fair example, may have suggested 
something to Vachel Lindsay both in their irregu- 
lar singing quality and in the direction, borrowed 
from notation, which accompanies each one, 
Andante con moto, Scherzando, Largo e mesto, 
Allegro maestoso. Henley's Pagan resistance to 
Puritan morality and convention, constantly ex- 
hibited positively in his verse, and negatively in 
his defiant Introduction to the Works of Bums and 
in the famous paper on B. L. S., is the main char- 
acteristic of his mind and temperament. He was 
by nature a rebel — a rebel against the Anglican 
God and against English social conventions. He 
loved all fighting rebels, and one of his most 
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spirited poems deals affeistionately with our 
Southern Confederate soldiers, in the last days of 
their hopeless struggle. His most famous lyrio 
is an assertion of the indomitable human wiU in 
the presence of adverse destiny. This trumpet 
blast has awakened sympathetic echoes from all 
sorts and conditions of men, although that creed- 
less Christian, James Whitcomb Biley, regarded 
it with genial contempt, thinking that the philoso- 
phy it represented was not only futile, but dan- 
gerous, in that it ignored the deepest facts of 
human life. He once asked to have the poem read 
aloud to him, as he had forgotten its exact words, 
and when the reader finished impressively 

I am the Master of my fate: 
I am the Captain of my soul — 

**The hell you are,'' said Riley with a laugh. 

Henley is, of course, interesting not merely be- 
cause of his paganism, and robust worldliness ; he 
had the poet's imagination and gift of expression. 
He loved to take a familiar idea fixed in a familiar 
phrase, and write a lovely musical variation on 
the theme. I do not thiok he ever wrote anything 
more beautiful than his setting of the phrase 
**Over the hills and far away,'' which appealed to 
his memory much as the three words '^ Far-far- 
away" affected Tennyson. No one can read this 
little masterpiece without that wonderful sense of 
melody lingering in the mind after the voice of 
the singer is silent. 



8 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY 

Where forlorn loiuets flava and fade 

On desolate aea and loaely aandi 
Out of the silence and the shade 

What is the voice of strange eommand 
Calling yon stilli as friend ealls friend 

With love that cannot brook delay, 
To rise and follow the ways that wend 

Over the hills and far away t 

Hazk in the dty, stroet on street 

A roaring reach of death and life, 
Of vortices that clash and fleet 

And min in appointed strife, 
Hark to it calling, calling clear, 

Galling until you cannot stay 
From dearer things than your own most dear 

Over the hills and far away. 

Out of the sound of ebb and flow. 

Out of the sight of lamp and star, 
It calls you where the good winds blc ir, 

And the unchanging meadows are: 
From faded hopes and hopes agleam. 

It calls you, calls you night and day 
Beyond the dark into the dream 

Over the hills and far away. 

In temperament Henley was an Elizabethan. 
Ben Jonson might have irritated him, but he would 
have got along very well with Kit Marlowe. He 
was an Elizabethan in the spaciousness of his 
mind, in his robust salt-water breeziness, in his 
hearty, spontaneous singing, and in his deification 
of the human will. The English novelist, Miss 
WiUcocks, a child of the twentieth century, has 
remarked, **It is by their will that we recognize 
the Elizabethans, by the will that drove them over 
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the seas of passioiii as ^rell as over the seas that 
ebb and flow with the salt tides. . . • For, from a 
sensitive correspondence with environment our 
race has passed into another stage ; it is marked 
now by a passionate desire for the mastery of life 
— ^a desire, spiritualized in the highest lives, ma- 
terialized in the lowest, so to mould environment 
that the lives to come may be shaped to our will. 
It is this which accounts for the curious likeness in 
our today with that of the Elizabethans/' 

As Henley was an Elizabethan, so his brilliant 
contemporary, Francis Thompson, was a '^meta- 
physical,'' a man of the seventeenth century. 
Like Emerson, he is closer in both form and spirit 
to the mystical poets that followed the age of 
Shakespeare than he is to any other group or 
school. One has only to read Donne, Orashaw, 
and Vaughan to recognize the kinship. Like these 
three men of genius, Thompson was not only pro- 
foundly spiritual — ^he was aflame with religious 
passion. He was exalted in a mystical ecstasy, 
all a wonder and a wild desire. He was an in- 
spired poet, careless of method, careless of form, 
careless of thought-sequences. The zeal for God's 
house had eaten him up. His poetry is like the 
burning bush, revealing God in the fire. His 
strange figures of speech, the molten metal of his 
language, the sincerity of his faith, have given 
to his poems a persuasive influence which is be- 
ginning to be felt far and wide, and which, I be- 
lieve, will never die. One critic complains that the 
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young men of Oxford and Cambridge have for- 
saken Tennyson, and now read only Francis 
Thompson. He need not be alarmed ; these yonng 
men will all come back to Tennyson, for sooner 
or later, everybody comes back to Tennyson. It is 
rather a matter of joy that Thompson's religious 
poetry can make the hearts of young men bum 
within them. Young men are right in hating con- 
ventional, empty phrases, words that have lost all 
hitting power, hollow forms and bloodless cere- 
monies. Thompson's lips were touched with a 
live coal from the altar. 

Francis Thompson walked with God. Instead 
of seeking God, as so many high-minded folk 
have done in vain, Thompson had the real and 
overpowering sensation that God was seeking him. 
The Hound of Heaven was everlastingly after 
him, pursuing him with the certainty of capture. 
In trying to escape, he found torment; in sur- 
render, the peace that passes all understanding. 
That extraordinary poem, which thrillingly de- 
scribes the eager, searching love of God, like a 
father looking for a lost child and determined to 
find him, might be taken as a modem version of 
the one hundred and thirty-ninth psalm, perhaps 
the most marvellous of all religious masterpieces. 

Thou oompaasest my path and my lying down, and art ac- 
quainted with all my ways. 

Thou haat beset me behind and before, and laid thine hand 
upon me. 

Whither shall I go from thy spirit? or whither shall I flee from 
thy presence f 
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If I ascend up into heaven, thou art there; if I make my bed 

in helly behold, thou art there. 
If I take the wings of the morning, and dwell in the uttermost 

parts of the sea; 
Even there shall thy hand lead me, and thy right hand shall 

hold me. 

The highest spiritaal poetry is not that which 
portrays soul-hunger, the bitterness of the weary 
search for God; it is that which reveals an in- 
tense consciousness of the all-enveloping Divine 
Presence. Children do not seek the love of their 
parents ; they can not escape its searching, eager, 
protecting power. We know how Dr. Johnson 
was affected by the lines 

Qnaerens me sedisti lassos 
Redemisti cmeem passns 
Tantns labor non sit passns* 

Francis Thompson's long walks by day and by 
night had magnificent company. In the country, 
in the streets of London, he was attended by sera- 
phim and cherubinL The heavenly visions were 
more real to him than London Bridge. Just as 
when we travel far from those we love, we are 
brightly aware of their presence, and know that 
their affection is a greater reality than the scen- 
ery from the train window, so Thompson would 
have it that the angels were all about us. They do 
not live in some distant Paradise, the only gate 
to which is death — ^they are here now, and their 
element is the f amUiar atmosphere of earth. 
Shortly after he died^ there was found among 
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hifi papers a bit of manusoript verse, called ^^In 
No Strange Land.'' Whether it was a first draft 
which he meant to revise,, or whether he intended 
it for publication, we cannot tell ; but despite the 
roughnesses of rhythm— which take us back to 
some of Donne's shaggy and splendid verse — ^the 
thought is complete. It is one of the great poems 
of the twentieth century, and expresses the es- 
sence of Thompson's religion. 

«IN NO STRANGE LANiy 

world inTuible, we view thee 3 

O worid intangiblei we tonoh thee; 
worid nnkiiowsblei we know thee: 

Inapprehenaiblei we clutch thee I 

Does the fish soar to find the ocean, 

The eagle plunge to find the air, 
That we ask of the stars in motion 

If they have rumour of thee there? 

Not where the wheeling systems darken, 
And our benumbed conceiTing soars : 

The drift of pinions, would we haricen. 
Beats at our own clay-shuttered doors. 



The angels keep their ancient pit 
Turn but a stone, and start a wing I 

'Tis ye, tis your estranged faces 
That miss the many-splendoured thing. 

But. (when so sad thou canst not sadder) 

Cry; and upon thy so sore loss 
Shall shine the trafSo of Jacob's ladder 

Pitched betwixt Heaven and Charing Cross. 
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Yea, in the night, my Soul, my daughter, 

Cry, clinging heaven by the hems : 
And lo, Christ walking on the water. 

Not of Oenneeareth, but Thames 1 

Thompson planned a aeries of Ecclesiastical 
Ballads, of which he completed only two— Lilium 
Regis and The Veteran of Heaven. These were 
found among his papers, and were published in 
the January-April 1910 number of the Dublin Re- 
view. Both are great poems; but LUium Regis 
is made doubly impressive by the present war. 
With the clairvoyance of approaching death, 
Thompson foresaw the world-struggle, the tempo- 
rary eclipse of the Christian Church, and its ulti- 
mate triumph. The Lily of the King is Christ's 
Holy Church. I do not see how any one can read 
this poem without a thrill. 

ULTOM REGIS 

Lily of the King I low lies thy silver wing, 

And long has been the honr of thine nnqueening; 

And thy scent of Paradise on the night-wind spills its sighs. 

Nor any take the secrets of its meaning. 

Lily of the King! I speak a heavy thing, 

patience, most sorrowfal of danghtersl 

Lo, the honr is at hand for the troubling of the land. 

And red shall be the breaking of the watenu 

Sit fast npon thy stalk, when the blast shall with thee talk, 
With the mercies of the king for thine awning; 
^And the just nnderstand that thine honr is at hand, 
TMne honr at hand with power in the dawning. 
When the nations lie in blood, and their kings a broken brood, 
Look np, most sorrowful of daughtenl 
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lift up thy head and haik what Bonnds are in the dark. 
For His feet are eomixig to thee on the waters! 

Lily of the EjngI I shall not see, that sing, 

1 shall not see the hour of thy queening! 

But my song shall see, and wake, like a flower that dawn-winds 

shake, 
And sigh with joy the odours of its meaning. 
O Lily of the King, remember then the thing 
That this dead mouth sang; and thy daughters, 
As they danoe before His way, sing there on the Day, 
What I sang when the Night was on the waters ! 

There is a man of genius living in England to- 
day who has been writing verse for sixty years, 
but who received no public recognition as a poet 
until the twentieth century. This man is Thomas 
Hardy. He has the double distinction of being 
one of the great Victorian novelists, and one of 
the most notable poets of the twentieth century. 
At nearly eighty years of age, he is in full in- 
tellectual vigour, enjoys a creative power in verse 
that we more often associate with youth, and 
writes poetry that in matter and manner belongs 
distinctly to our time. He could not possibly be 
omitted from any survey of contemporary pro- 
duction. 

As is so commonly the case with distinguished 
novelists, Thomas Hardy practised verse before 
prose. From 1860 to 1870 he wrote many poems, 
some of which appear among the Love Lyrics in 
Time's Laughing stocks, 1909. Then he began a 
career in prose fiction which has left him today 
without a living rival in the world. In 1898, with 
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the volume called Wessex Poems, embellished with 
illustrations from his own hand^ he challenged 
criticism as a professional poet. The moderate 
but definite success of this collection emboldened 
him to produce in 1901| Poems of the Past and 
Present. In 1904, 1906, 1908, were issued suc- 
cessively the three parts of The Dynasts, a thor- 
oughly original and greatly-planned epical drama 
of the Napoleonic wars. This was followed by 
three books of verse, Timers Laughing stocks in 
1909, Satires of Circumstance, 1914, and Moments 
of Vision, 1917 : and he is a familiar and welcome 
guest in contemporary magazines. 

Is it possible that when, at the close of the nine- 
teenth century, Thomas Hardy formally aban- 
doned prose for verse, he was either consciously or 
subconsciously aware of the coming renaissance 
of poetry? Certainly his change in expression 
had more significance than an individual caprice. 
It is a notable fact that the present poetic revival, 
wherein are enlisted so many enthusiastic youth- 
ful volunteers, should have had as one of its 
prophets and leaders a veteran of such power and 
fame. Perhaps Mr. Hardy would regard his own 
personal choice as no factor; the Immanent and 
Unconscious Will had been busy in his mind, for 
reasons unknown to him, unknown to man, least 
of all known to Itself. Leslie Stephen once re- 
marked, **The deepest thinker is not really — 
though we often use the phrase — ^in advance of 
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his day so much as in the line along which ad* 
vanoe takes place.'' 

Looking backward from the year 1918, we may 
see some new meaning in the spectacle of two 
modem leaders in fiction, Hardy and Meredith, 
each preferring as a means of expression poetry 
to prose, each thinking his own verse better than 
his novels, and each writing verse that in sub- 
stance and manner belongs more to the twen- 
tieth than to the nineteenth century. Meredith 
always said that fiction was his kitchen wench; 
poetry was his Muse. 

The publication of poems written when he was 
about twenty-five is interesting to students of Mr. 
Hardy's temperament, for they show that he was 
then as complete, though perhaps not so philo- 
sophical a pessimist, as he is now. The present 
world-war may seem to him a vindication of his 
despair, and therefore proof of the blind folly 
of those who pray to Our Father in Heaven. He 
is, though I think not avowedly so, an adherent 
of the philosophy of Schopenhauer and von Hart- 
mann. The primal force, from which all things 
proceed, is the Immanent WilL The Will is un- 
conscious and omnipotent. It is superhuman only 
in power, lacking intelligence, foresight, and any 
sense of ethical values. In The Dynasts, Mr. 
Hardy has written an epic illustration of the doc- 
trines of pessimism. 

Supernatural machinery and celestial inspira- 
tion have always been more or less conventional in 
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the Epio. Ancient writers invoked the Mnse. 
When Milton began his great task, he wished to 
produce something classic in form and Christian 
in spirit. He f onnd an admirable solution of his 
problem in a double invocation — ^first of the Heav- 
enly Muse of Mount Sinai, second, of the Holy 
Spirit In the composition of In Memoriamf 
Tennyson knew that an invocation of the Muse 
would give an intolerfible air of artificiality to 
the poem; he therefore, in the introductory 
stanzas, offered up a prayer to the Son of God. 
Now it was impossible for Mr. Hardy to make 
use of Greek Deities, or of Jehovah, or of any 
revelation of Gkxl in Christ ; to his mind all three 
equally belonged to the lumber-room of discredited 
and discarded myth. He believes that any con- 
ception of the Primal Force as a Personality is 
not only obsolete among thinking men and women, 
but that it is unworthy of modem thought It is 
perhaps easy to mistake our own world of thought 
for the thought of the world. 

In his Preface, written with assurance and 
dignity, Mr. Hardy says : * ' The wide prevalence 
of the Monistic theory of the Universe forbade, in 
this twentieth century, the importation of Divine 
personages from any antique Mythology as ready- 
made sources or channels of Causation, even in 
verse, and excluded the celestial machinery of, say. 
Paradise Lost, as peremptorily as that of the 
Iliad or the Eddas. And the abandonment of the 
masculine pronoun in allusions to the First or 
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Fundamental Energy seemed a necessary and 
logical consequence of the long abandonment by 
thinkers of the anthropomorphic conception of 
the same. ' ' Accordingly he arranged a group of 
Phantom Intelligences that supply adequately a 
Chorus and a philosophical basis for his world* 
drama. 

like Browning in the original preface to 
Paracelsus, our author expressly disclaims any 
intention of writing a play for the stage. It is 
'^intended simply for mental performance/' and 
'< Whether mental performance alone may not 
eventually be the fate of all drama other than 
that of contemporary or frivolous life, is a kin- 
dred question not without interest." The ques- 
tion has been since answered in another way than 
that implied, not merely by the success of com- 
munity drama, but by the actual production of 
The Dynasts on the London stage xmder the di- 
rection of the brilliant and audacious Granville 
Barker. I would give much to have witnessed 
this experiment, which Mr. Barker insists was suc- 
cessful. 

Whether The Dynasts will finally take a place 
among the world's masterpieces of literature or 
not, must of course be left to future generations 
to decide. Two things are clear. The publica- 
tion of the second and third parts distinctly raised 
public opinion of the work as a whole, and now 
that it is ten years old, we know that no man on 
earth except Mr. Hardy could have written it. 
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To produce this particular epic required a poet, 
•a prose master, a dramatist, a philosopher,, and 
an architect. Mr. Hardy is each and all of the 
five, and by no means least an architect. The plan 
of the whole thing, in one hundred and thirty 
scenes, which seemed at first confused, now ap- 
pears in retrospect orderly; and the projection of 
the various geographical scenes is thoroughly 
architectonic. 

If the work fails to survive, it will be because 
of its low elevation on the purely literary side. 
In spite of occasional powerful phrases, as 

What corpse is carious on the longitude 
And situation of his cemetery! 

the verse as a whole wants beauty of tone and 
felicity of diction. It is more like a map than a 
painting. One has only to recall the extraordi- 
nary charm of the Elizabethans to understand 
why so many pages in The Dynasts arouse only an 
intellectual interest. But no one can read the 
whole drama without an immense respect for the 
range and the grasp of the author's mind. Fur- 
thermore, every one of its former admirers ought 
to reread it in 1918. The present world-war gives 
to this Napoleonic epic an acute and prophetic 
interest nothing short of astounding. 

A considerable number of Mr. Hardy *s poems 
are concerned with the idea of God, apparently 
never far from the author's mind. I suppose he 
thinks of God every day. Yet his faith is the op- 



20 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY 

posite of that expressed in the Hound of Heaven 
— ^in few words, it seems to be, ** Resist the Lord, 
and He will flee from yon. ' ' Mr. Hardy is not con- 
tent with banishing God from the realm of mod- 
em thought ; he is not content merely with killing 
Him ; he means to give Him a decent burial, with 
fitting obsequies. And there is a long procession 
of mourners, some of whom are both worthy 
and distinguished. In the interesting poem, 
God's Funeral, written in 1908-1910, which be- 
gins 

I saw a slowly stepping train — 
Lined on the brows, sooop-eyed and bent and hoar — 
Following in files aeross a twilit plain 
A strange and mystie form the foremost bore 

the development of the conception of Qod through 
human history is presented with skill in concision. 
He was man-like at first, then an amorphous cloud, 
then endowed with mighty wings, then jealous, 
fierce, yet long-suffering and full of mercy. 

And, tricked by our own early dream 
And need of solace, we grew self •<leceived, 
Our making soon our maker did we dream, 
And what we had imagined we believed. 

Till, in Time's stayless stealthy swing, 
Uncompromising mde reality 
Mangled the Monarch of our fashioning. 
Who quavered, sank; and now has ceased to be. 

Among the mourners is no less a person than the 
poet himself, for in former years — ^perhaps as a 
boy — ^he, too, had worshipped, and therefore he 
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has no touch of contempt for those who still be- 
lieve. 

I oould not prop their faith : and yet 
Many I had known: with all I sympathized; 
And though stnick speechleaSy I did not forget 
That what was mourned for, I, too, once had prized. 

In the next stanza, the poet's oft-expressed be- 
lief in the wholesome, antiseptic power of pessi- 
mism is reiterated, together with a hint, that when 
we have once and for all put God in His grave, 
some better way of bearing life's burden will be 
found, because the new way will be based upon 
hard fact 

Stilly how to bear such loss I deemed 
The insistent question for each animate mind, 
And gazing, to my growing sight there seemed 
A pale yet positive gleam low down behind. 

Whereof, to lift the general night, 
A certain few who stood aloof had said, 
''See you upon the horizon that small light — 
Swelling somewhat?" Each mourner shook his head. 

And they composed a crowd of whom 
Some were right good, and many nigh the best. . . • 
Thus dazed and puzzled 'twixt the gleam and gloom 
Mechanically I followed with the rest. 

This pale gleam takes on a more vivid hue in a 
poem written shortly after Ood's Funeral, called 
A Plaint to Man, where God remonstrates with 
man for having created Him at all, since His life 
was to be so short and so futile : 
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And tomonow the trfiole of me disappears, 
The trath should be told, and the fact be faced 
That had best been faced in earlier yeacs: 

The fact of life with dependence placed 
On the human heart's resource alone, 
In brotherhood bonded dose and graced 

With loving-kindness fully blown, 
And vifiioned help unsought, unknown. 

Other poems that express what is and what 
ought to be the attitude of man toward God are 
New Tear's Eve, To Sincerity, and the beautiful 
lyric, Let Me Enjoy, where Mr. Hardy has been 
more than usually successful in fashioning both 
language and rhythm into a garment worthy of 
the thought. No one can read The Impercipient 
without recognizing that Mr. Hardy's atheism 
is as honest and as sincere as the religious faith 
of others, and that no one regrets the blankness 
of his universe more than he. He would believe 
if he could. 

Pessimism is the basis of all his verse, as it 
is of his prose. It is expressed not merely 
philosophically in poems of ideas, but over and 
over again concretely in poems of incident. He 
is a pessimist both in fancy and in fact, and after 
reading some of our sugary **glad" books, I find 
his bitter taste rather refreshing. The titles of 
his recent collections. Time's Laughing stocks and 
Satires of Circumstance, suflBciently indicate the 
ill fortune awaiting his personages. At his best, 
his lyrics written in the minor key have a noble. 
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solemn adagio movement. At his worst — for like 
all poets, he is sometimes at his worst — the truth 
of life seems rather obstinately warped. Why 
should legitimate love necessarily bring misery, 
and illegitimate passion produce permanent hap- 
piness? And in the piece, **Ah, are you digging 
on my grave?" pessimism approaches a reductio 
ad absurdum. 

Dramatic power, which is one of itd author's 
greatest gifts, is frequently finely revealed. After 
reading A Tramp-woman^ s Tragedy, one unhesi- 
tatingly accords Mr. Hardy a place among the 
English writers of ballads. For this is a genuine 
ballad, in story, in diction, and in vigour. 

Yet as a whole, and in spite of Mr. Hardy's 
love of the dance and of dance music, his poetry 
lacks grace and movement. His war poem, Men 
Who March Away, is singularly halting and awk- 
ward. His complete poetical works are interest- 
ing because they proceed from an interesting 
mind. His range of thought, both in reminiscence 
and in speculation, is inmiensely wide ; his power 
of concentration recalls that of Browning. 

I hav6 thought sometimeB, and thought long and hard. 

I have stood before, gone round a serious thing, 

Tasked my whole mind to touch and clasp it dose. 

As I stretch forth my arm to touch this bar. 

God and man, and what duty I owe bpth, — 

I dare to say I have confronted these 

In thought: but no such faculty helped here. 

No such faculty alone could help Mr. Hardy to 
the highest peaks of poetry, any more than it 
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served Caponsaodhi in hia spiritual crisis. He 
thinks interesting thoughts^ because he has an or- 
iginal mind It is possible to be a great poet with- 
out possessing much intellectual wealth; just as it 
is possible to be a great singer, and yet be both 
shallow and dull The divine gift of poetry seems 
sometimes as accidental as the formation of the 
throat I do not believe that Tennyson was either 
shallow or dull; but I do not think he had so rich 
a mind as Thomas Hardy% a mind so quaint, so 
humorous, so sharp. Yet Tennyson was incom- 
parably a greater poet. 

The greatest poetry always transports us, and 
although I read and reread the Wessex poet with 
never-lagging attention — ^I find even the drawings 
in Wessex Poems so fascinating that I wish he 
had illustrated all his books — ^I am always con- 
scious of the time and the place. I never get the 
unmistakable spinal chill. He has too thorough 
a command of his thoughts; they never possess 
him, and they never soar away with him. Prose 
may be controlled, but poetry is a possession. Mr. 
Hardy is too keenly aware of what he is about. 
In spite of the fact that he has written verse all 
his life, he seldom writes unwrinkled song. He 
is, in the last analysis, a master of prose who has 
learned the technique of verse, and who now 
chooses to express his thoughts and his observa- 
tions in rime and rhythm. 

The title of Mr. Hardy *s latest volume of poems. 
Moments of Vision, leads one to expect rifts in 
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the clouds — and one is not disappointed. It is 
perhaps charaoteristio of the independence of our 
author, that steadily preaching pessimism when 
the world was peaceful, he should now not be per- 
haps quite so sure of his creed when a larger pro- 
portion of the world's inhabitants are in pain than 
ever before. One of the fallacies of pessimism 
consists in the fact that its advocates often call a 
witness to the stand whose testimony counts 
against them. Nobody really loves life, loves this 
world, like your pessimist; nobody is more re- 
luctant to leave it. He therefore, to support his 
argument that life is evil, calls up evidence which 
proves that it is brief and transitory. But if 
life is evil, one of its few redeeming features 
should be its brevity; the pessimist should look 
forward to death as a man in prison looks toward 
the day of his release. Tet this attitude toward 
death is almost never taken by the atheists or 
the pessimists, while it is the burden of many 
of the triumphant hymns of the Christian Church. 
Now, as our spokesman for pessimism approaches 
the end — ^which I fervently hope may be^afar off 
— ^life seems sweet. 

"FOB LIFE I HAD NEVER CARED GREATLY" 

For Life I had never oared greatly, 

As worth a man's while; 

Peradventures unsought, 
Peradventures that finished in nought, 
Had kept me from youth and through manhood till lately 

Unwon by its style. 
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In eaitieBt yean— why I know not — 

I viewed it askance; 

Conditions of doubt. 
Conditions that slowly leaked oat. 
May haply have bent me to stand and to show not 

Much seat for its dance. 

With symphonies soft and sweet colour 

It courted me then, 

Till evasions seemed wrong, 
Till evasions gave in to its song, 
And I warmed, till living aloofly loomed duller 

Than life among men. 

Anew I found nought to set eyes on, 

When, lifting its hand. 

It uncloaked a star, ' 

Uncloaked it. from fog-damps afar. 
And showed its beams burning from pole to horizon 

As bright as a brand. 

And so, the rough highway forgetting, 

I pace bill and dale. 

Regarding the sky. 
Regarding the vision on high, 
And thus re-illumed have no humour for letting 

My pilgrimage f aiL 

No one of course can judge of another ^s happi- 
ness; but it is difficult to imagine any man on 
earth who has had a happier life than Mr. Hardy. 
He has had his own genius for company all his 
days; he has been successful in literary art be- 
yond the wildest dreams of his youth; his acute 
perception has made the beauty of nature a mil- 
lion times more beautiful to him than to most of 
the children of men ; his eye is not dim, nor his 
natural force abated. He has that which should 
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accompany old age — ^honour, love, obedience, 
troops of friends. 

The last poem in Moments of Vision blesses 
rather than curses life. 

AFTERWARDS 

Wbcn the Present has latched its postern behind my tremu- 
lous stay 

And the May month flaps its glad green leaves like wings, 
Delicate-filmed as new-spun silk, will the people say 

''He was a man who used to notice such things"? 

If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid's soundless bUnk, 
The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight 

Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, will a gazer think, 
''To him this must have been a familiar sight" t 

If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm, 
When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn. 

Will they say, "He strove that such innocent creatures should 
come to no harm, 
But he could do little for them; and now he is gone"t 

If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at 
the door, 

Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees. 
Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no more, 

"He was one who had an eye for such mysteries" t 

And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the 
gloom. 

And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its outrcdlings. 
Till they rise again, as they were a new bell's boom, 

"He hears it not now, but he used to notice such things"? 

Should Mr. Hardy ever resort to prayer — ^which 
I suppose is unlikely — ^his prayers ought to be 
the best in the world. According to Coleridge, he 
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prayeth well who loveth well both man and bird 
and beast ; a beautiful characteristic of our great 
writer is his tenderness for every living thing. 
He will be missed by men, women, children, and 
by the humblest animals; and if trees have any 
self-consciousness, they will miss him too. 

Budyard Kipling is a Victorian poet, as Thomas 
Hardy is a Victorian novelist. When Tennyson 
died in 1892, the world, with approximate una- 
nimity, chose the young man from the East as his 
successor, and for twenty-five years he has been 
the Laureate of the British Empire in everything 
but the title. Li the eighteenth century, when 
Gray regarded the offer of the Laureateship as an 
insult, Mr. Alfred Austin might properly have 
been appointed; but after the fame of Southey, 
and the mighty genius of Wordsworth and of 
Tennyson, it was cruel to put Alfred the Little in 
the chair of Alfred the Great. It was not an in- 
sult to Austin, but an insult to Poetry. With the 
elevation of the learned and amiable Dr. Bridges 
in 1913, the public ceased to care who holds the 
office. This eminently respectable appointment 
silenced both opposition and applause. We can 
only echo the language of Gray's letter to Mason, 
19 December, 1757: **I interest myself a little 
in the history of it, and rather wish somebody 
may accept it that will retrieve the credit of the 
thing, if it be retrievable, or ever had any credit. 
. . . The office itself has always humbled the pro- 
fessor hitherto (even in an age when kings were 



EUDYAED KIPLINa 29 

somebody), if he were a poor writer by making 
him more conspicuous, and if he were a good one 
by setting him at war with the little fry of his 
own profession, for there are poets little enough 
to envy even a poet-laureaf Mason was will- 
ing. 

Eudyard Kipling had the double qualification 
of poetic genius and of convinced Imperialism. 
He had received a formal accolade from the aged 
Tennyson, and could have carried on the tradi- 
tion of British verse and British arms. Nor has 
any Laureate, in the history of the office, risen 
more magnificently to an occasion than did Mr. 
Kipling at the sixtieth anniversary of the reign 
of the Queen. Each poet made his little speech in 
verse, and then at the close of the ceremony, came 
the thrilling Recessional, which received as in- 
stant applause from the world as if it had been 
spoken to an audience. In its scriptural phrase- 
ology, in its combination of haughty pride and 
deep contrition, in its ^'holy hope and high humil- 
ity," it expressed with austere majesty the genius 
of the English race. The soul of a great poet en- 
tered inmiediately into the hearts of men, there to 
abide for ever. 

It is interesting to reflect that not the author 
of the Recessional, but the author of Regina Cara 
was duly chosen for the Laureateship. This poem 
by Eobert Bridges appeared on the same occa- 
sion as that immortalized by Kipling, and was 
subsequently included in the volume of the writ- 
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er's poetical works, published in 1912. It shows 
irreproachable reverence for Qaeen Victoria. 
Apparently its poetical quality was satisfactory 
to those who appoint Laureates. 

REGIKA CARA 

Jnbilee-Song, for mnsio, 1897 

Haiic ! the world is full of thy praiaai 
England's Queen of many days; 
Who, knowing how to rule the free, 
Hast given a crown to monarchy. 

Honour, Truth, and growing Peace 
Follow Britannia's wide increase, 
And Nature yield her strength unknown 
To the wisdom bom beneath thy throne 1 

In wisdom and love flm) is thy fame : 
Enemies bow to revere thy name : 
The world shall never tire to tell 
Praise of the queen that reignM well. 

Felix anima, Domina praeclara, 
Amore semper ooronabere 
Regina Cara. 

• 

Budyard Kipling's poetry is as familiar to us 
a49 the air we breathe. He is the spokesman for 
the Anglo-Saxon breed His gospel of orderly 
energy is the inspiration of thousands of business 
offices; his sententious maxims are parts of cur- 
rent speech: the victrola has carried his singing 
lyrics even farther than the banjo penetrates, of 
which latter democratic instrument his wonderful 
poem is the apotheosis. And we have the word of 
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a distingaished British major-genoral to prove 
that Mr. Kipling has wrought a miracle of trans- 
formation with Tommy Atkins. General Sir 
George Tounghusband, in a recent book, A Sol- 
dier's Memories, says, **I had never heard the 
words or expressions that Kudyard Kipling's sol- 
diers used. Many a time did I ask my brother 
officers whether they had ever heard them. No, 
never. But, sure enough, a few years after the 
soldiers thought, and talked, and expressed them- 
selves exactly as Budyard Kipling had taught 
them in his stories* Budyard Kipling made the 
modem soldier. Other writers have gone on with 
the good work, and they have between them manu- 
factured the cheery, devil-may-care, lovable per- 
son enshrined in our hearts as Thomas Atkins. 
Before he had learned from reading stories about 
himself that he, as an individual, also possessed 
the above attributes, he was mostly ignorant of 
the fact. My early recollections of Uie British 
soldier are of a bluff, rather surly person, never 
the least jocose or light-hearted except perhaps 
when he had too much beer. ' ' 

This is extraordinary testimony to the power 
of literature — ^f rom a first-class fighting man. It 
is as though John Sargent should paint an inac- 
curate but idealized portrait, and the original 
should make it accurate by imitation. The sol- 
diers were transformed by the renewing of their 
minds. Beholding with open face as in a glass a 
certain image, they were changed into the same 
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image, by the spirit of the poet This is certainly 
a greater achievement than correct reporting. It 
is quite possible, too, that the o0cers' attitude 
toward Tommy Atkins had been altered by the 
Barrack-Room Ballads, and this new attitude pro- 
duced results in character. 

I give Oeneral Younghusband's testimony for 
what it is worth* It is important if true. But it 
is only fair to add that it has been contradicted 
by another military officer, who affirms that Kip- 
ling reported the soldier as he was. Readers may 
take their choice. At all events the transforma- 
tion of character by discipline, cleanliness, hard 
work, and danger is the ever-present moral in 
Mr. Kipling's verse. He loves to take the raw 
recruit or the boyish, self-conscious, awkward 
subaltern, and show how he may become an effi- 
cient man, happy in the happiness that accom- 
panies success. It is a Philistine goal, but one 
that has the advantage of being attainable. The 
reach of this particular poet seldom exceeds his 
grasp. And although tiius far in his career— he 
is only fifty-two, and we may hope as well as re- 
member—his best poetry belongs to the nine- 
teenth century rather than the twentieth, so uni- 
versally popular a homily as // indicates that he 
has by no means lost the power of preaching in 
verse. With the exception of some sad lapses, his 
latter poems have come nearer the earlier level of 
production than his stories. For that matter, 
from the beginning I have thought that the genius 
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a dear echo, rather than a new song. It is good, 
bat it is reminiscent of his reading, not merely 
of Mn Kipling, but of poetry in general In The 
Land God Forgot, a fine poem, beginning 

The lonely BanaetB flaze forlorn 

Down valleys dreadly deeolate; 

The lordly mountaina soar in aoom 

As still as death, aa stem aa fate, 

the Opening line infallibly brings to mind Hen- 
ley's 

Where forlorn sunsets flare and fade. 

The poetry of Mr. Service has the merits and 
the faults of the ''red blood'' school in fiction, il- 
lustrated by the late Jack London and the lively 
Bex Beach. It is not the highest form of art. It 
insists on being heard, but it smells of mortality. 
You cannot give permanence to a book by print- 
ing it in italic type. 

It is indeed difficult to express in pure artistic 
form great primitive experiences, even with long 
years of intimate first-hand knowledge. No one 
doubts Mr. Service's accuracy or sincerity. But 
many men have had abundance of material, rich 
and new, only to find it unmanageable. Bret 
Harte, Mark Twain, Budyard Kipling succeeded 
where thousands have failed. Think of the possi- 
bilities of Australia I And from that vast region 
only one great artist has spoken — ^Percy Grainger. 



CHAPTER n 

PHILLIPS, WATSON, NOTES, HOUSMAN 

Stephen Phillips — ^his immediate snee cag i nflnenee of Btrat- 
ford-on-Avon — ^his playa — a traditional poet— his realism — 
William Watson — ^his unpromising stait— his lament on the 
coldness of the age toward poetry — his Epigrams — Worda^ 
worth's Grave — ^his enunenee as a oritie in verse— 4ds anti- 
imperialism — ^his Song of Hate — his Byronie irit^^bis eon- 
tempt for the ''new" poetry— Alfred Noyes — both literary and 
rhetorical — an orthodox poet — a singer— his demoeraoy— his 
childlike imagination — ^his sea-poems — Drake — his optimism— 
his religions faith— A. E* Housman — ^his paganism and pes- 
simism — ^his modernity — ^his originality— Us lyrical power-* 
war poems — ^Lndlow. 

The genius of Stephen Phillips was immediately 
recognized by London critics. When the thin 
volume, Poems, containing Marpessa, Christ in 
Hades, and some lyrical pieces, appeared in 1897, 
it was greeted by a loud chorus of approval, cere- 
moniously ratified by the bestowal of the First 
Prize from the British Academy. Some of the 
more distinguished among his admirers asserted 
that the nobility, splendour, and beauty of his 
verse merited the adjective Miltonic. I remember 
that we Americans thought that the English critics 
had lost their heads, and we queried what they 
would say if we praised a new poet in the United 
States in any such fashion. But that was before 
we had seen the book; when we had once read 
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it for ourselves, we felt no alarm for the safety of 
Milton, bat we knew that English Literature had 
been enriched. Stephen Phillips is among the 
English poets. 

His career extended over the space of twenty- 
five years, from the first publication of Marpessa 
in 1890 to his death on the ninth of December, 
1915. He was bom near the city of Oxford, on the 
twenty-eighth of July, 1868. His father, the Rev. 
Dr. Stephen Phillips, still living, is Precentor of 
Peterborough Cathedral; his mother was related 
to Wordsworth. He was exposed to poetry germs 
at the age of eight, for in 1876 his father became 
Chaplain and Sub- Vicar at Stratford-on-Avon, 
and the boy attended the Grammar School. Later 
he spent a year at* Queens ' College, Cambridge, 
enough to give him the right to be enrolled in the 
long list of Cambridge poets. He went on the 
stage as a member of Frank Benson's company, 
and in his time played many parts, receiving on 
one occasion a curtain call as the Ghost in Hamlet. 
This experience — ^with the early Stratford inspira- 
tion — ^probably fired his ambition to become a 
dramatist. The late Sir George Alexander pro- 
duced Paolo and Francesca; Herod was acted in 
London by Beerbohm Tree, and in America by 
William Faversham. Neither of these plays was 
a failure, but it is regrettable that he wrote for 
the stage at all. His genius was not adapted for 
drama, and the quality of his verse was not im- 
proved by the experiment, although all of his half- 
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dosen pieeee hare occasional passasnes of rare love- 
liness. His best play, Paolo and Framctsca. suf- 
fers when eonqMured either with Boker's or D'Ab- 
nnnzio's treatment of the old story. It lacks the 
stage-craft of tiie former, and the Tirility of the 
latter. 

Phillips was no pioneer: he followed the great 
tradition of English iK>etr7, and must be counted 
among the legitimate heirs. At his best, he re- 
sembles Keats most of all; and none but a real 
poet could ever make us think of Keats. If he 
be condemned for not breaking new i>athsy we 
may remember the words of a wise man — ^^^It is 
easier to differ from the great poets than it is to 
resemble them.'' He loved to employ the stand- 
ard five-foot measure that has done so much of 
the best work of English poetry. In The Woman 
with the Dead Soul, he showed once more the 
musical possibilities latent in the heroic couplet, 
which Pope had used with such monotonous bril- 
liance. In Marpessa, he gave us blank verse of 
noble artistry. But he was far more than a mere 
technician. He fairly meets the test set by John 
Davidson. * * In the poet tlje whole assembly of his 
being is harmonious ; no organ is master ; a diapa- 
son extends throughout the entire scale ; his whole 
body, his whole soul is rapt into the making of 
his poetry. . . . Poetry is the product of original- 
ity, of a first-hand experience and observation of 
life, of a direct communion with men and women, 
with the seasons of the year, with day and night. 
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The oriUo will therefore be well-adviied, if he 
have the good f ortane to find Bomething that Beema 
to him poetry, to lay it oat in the daylight and the 
moonlight, to take it into the street and the fields, 
to Bet against it his own experience and observa- 
tion of life.'' 

One of the most severe tests of poetry that I 
know of is to read it aloud on the shore of an 
angry sea. Homer, Shakespeare, Milton gain in 
splendour with this acoompaniment 

With the words of John Davidson in mind, let 
us take two passages from Marpessa, and measure 
one against the atmosphere of day and night, and 
the other against homely human experience. Al- 
though Mr. Davidson was not thinking of Phillips, 
I believe he would have admitted the validity of 
this verse. 

From the dark 
The floftiing smell of flowen inviiible, 
The myitie yeamiag of the garden wet, 
The moonleee-paaeiiig night— into hie brain 
Wandered, until be roee and outward leaned 
In the dim summer; 'twaa the moment deep 
When we are oonaeious of the secret dawn, 
Amid the darkness that we feel is green. . • • 
When the long day that glideth without eloud, 
The summer day, was at her deep blue hour 
Of lilies musied with busy bliss, 
Whose very light trembled bm with ezeess, 
And heat was frail, and every bush and flower 
Was drooping in the glory oyeroome; 

Any poet knows how to speak in authentic tones 
of the wild passion of insurgent hearts ; but not 
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it possesses the rarer gift of setting the 
years to harmonioiis musie^ as in the 
gracious words : 

But if I lire irith Idtf, then we two 
On tbe low eaith ahall proBpor hand in hand 
In odoms of the open field, and live 
In peaeefkd noiaea of the f am, and irateh 
The paatonl fielda boned by the aetting aon. • • • 
And though the fint aweet ating of love be paat, 
The aweet that almoat venom is; though yonth. 
With tender and extravagant ddight, 
The fint and aeorat kiaa by twilight hedge^ 
The inaane f aiewell repeated o'er and o'er, 
Paaa oflf ; there shall aaeeeed a faithful peace; 
Beantifal friendship tried by son and wind. 
Durable from the daily dnat of life. 
And though with aadder, still with kinder eyes. 
We shall bdiold all frailtiea, we shaU haste 
To pardon, and with mellowing minds to bless. 
Then though we must grow old, we shall grow old 
Together, and he shall not greatly mias 
My bloom faded, and waning light of eyes, 
Too deeply gased in ever to seem dim; 
Nor shall we murmur at, nor mueh regret 
The years that gently bend us to the ground, 
And gradually incline our faee; that we 
Leisurely stooping, and with each slow step. 
May curiously inspect our lasting home. 
But we shall sit with luminous holy smiles. 
Endeared by many griefs, by many a jest, 
And custom sweet of living side by side; 
And full of manories not unkindly glance 
Upon each other. Last, we shall descend 
Into the natural ground — not without tears — 
One must go first, ah €k>dl one must go first; 
After so long one blow for both were good; 
Still like old friends, glad to have met, and leave 
Behind a whokaome memory on the earth. 
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Although Marpessa and Chfiat in Hadea are 
subjects naturally adapted for poetic treatment, 
Phillips did not hesitate to try his art on material 
less malleable. In some of his poems we find a 
realism as honest and clear-sighted as that of 
Crabbe or Masefield. In The Woman with the 
Bead Sotd and The Wife we have naturalism ele- 
vated into poetry. He could make a London night 
as mystical as a moonlit meadow. And in a brief 
couplet he has given to one of the most familiar 
of metropolitan spectacles a pretty touch of im- 
agination. The traffic policeman becomes a musi- 
cian. 

The eonttable with lifted hand 
Condncting the orchestral Strand. 

Stephen Phillips's second volume of collected 
verse. New Poems (1907), came ten years after 
the first, and was to me an agreeable surprise. 
His devotion to the drama made me fear that he 
had burned himself out in the Poems of 1897 ; but 
the later book is as unmistakably the work of a 
poet as was the earlier. The mystical communion 
with nature is expressed with authority in such 
poems as After Rain, Thoughts at Sunrise, 
Thoughts at Noon. Indeed the first-named dis- 
tinctly harks back to that transcendental mystic 
of the seventeenth century, Henry Vaughan. The 
greatest triumph in the whole volume comes where 
we should least expect it, in the eulogy on Glad- 
stone. Even the most sure-footed bards often 
"niss their path in the Dark Valley. Tet in these 
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only of the flame of genius, but of the power of 
thought No twentieth century English poet has 
a stronger personality than William Watson. 
There is not the slightest tang of it in The Princess 
Quest This long, rambling romance, in ten sec- 
tions, is as devoid of flavour as a five-finger ex- 
ercise. It is more than objective; it is somnam- 
bulistia It contains hardly any notable lines, and 
hardly any bad lines. Although quite dull, it 
never deviates into prose — ^it is always somehow 
poetical without ever becoming poetry. It is writ- 
ten in the heroic couplet, written with a fatal 
fluency; not good enough and not bad enough to 
be interesting. It is like the student's theme, 
which was returned to him without corrections, yet 
with a low mark; and in reply to the student's re- 
sentful question, **Why did you not correct my 
faults, if you thought meanly of my workf '' the 
teacher replied wearily, ^^Tour theme has no 
faults; it is distinguished by a lack of merif 

In The Prince's Quest Mr. Watson exhibited a 
rather remarkable command of a barren technique. 
He had neither thoughts that breathe, nor words 
that bum. He had one or two unusual words — 
his only indication of immaturity in style — ^like 
**wox'' and ^^himseemed/' (Why is it that 
when '^herseemed" as used by Bossetti, is so beau- 
tiful, ^ * himseemed ' ' should be so irritating T ) But 
aside from a few specimens, the poem is as free 
from affectations as it is from passion. When 
we remember the faults and the splendours of 
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Mr. Watson said, ^' Since my arrival on these 
shores I have been told that here also the public 
interest in poetry is visibly on the wane/' Now 
whoever told him that was mistaken. The public 
interest in poetry and in poets has visibly wax, 
to use Mr. Watson's word. It is always true that 
an original genius, like Browning, like Ibsen, like 
Wagner, must wait some time for public recog- 
nition, although these three all lived long enough 
to receive not only appreciation, but idolatry ; but 
the ^^ reading public'' has no difficulty in recogniz- 
ing immediately first-rate work, when it is pro- 
duced in the familiar forms of art. In the Preface 
that preceded his printed lecture, Mr. Watson com- 
plained with some natural resentment, though with 
no petulance, that his poem. King Alfred, starred 
as it was from the old armories of literature, re- 
ceived scarcely any critical comment, and attracted 
no attention. But the reason is plain enough — 
King Alfred, as a whole, is a dull poem, and is 
therefore not provocative of eager discussion. 
The critics and the public rose in reverence be- 
fore Wordsworth's Grave, because it is a noble 
work of art. Its author did not have to tell us of 
its beauty — ^it was as clear as a cathedral. 

1 do not agree with Mr. Watson or with Mr. 
Mackaye, that real poets are speaking to deaf ears, 
or that they should be stimulated by forced at- 
tention. I once heard Percy Mackaye make an 
eloquent and high-minded address, where, if my 
memory serves me rightly, he advocated some- 
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thing like a stipend for yonng poets. A distin- 
goished old man in the audience, now with God, 
whispered audibly, **What most of them need is 
hanging!" I do not think they should be re- 
warded either by cash or the gallows. Let them 
make their way, and if they have genius, the 
public will find it out. If all they have is talent, 
and no means to support it, poetry had better 
become their avocation. 

Mr. Watson has expressly disclaimed that in 
his lecture he was lamenting merely ^'the insuffi- 
cient praise bestowed upon living poets.'* It is 
certainly true that most poets cannot live by the 
sale of their works. Is this especially the fault 
of our agef is it the fault of our poets f is it a 
fault in human nature? Mr. Watson said, ^'Yet 
I am bound to admit that this need for the poet is 
felt by but few persons in our day. With one ex- 
ception there is not a single living English poet, 
the sales of whose poems would not have been 
thought contemptible by Scott and Byron. The 
exception is, o^ course, that apostle of British im- 
perialism — ^that vehement and voluble glorifier of 
Britannic ideals, whom I dare say you will read- 
ily identify from my brief, and, I hope, not dis- 
paraging description of him. With that one bril- 
liant and salient exception, England's living sing- 
ers succeed in reaching only a pitifully small audi- 
ence.'' In eonomenting on this passage, we ought 
to remember that Scott and Byron were colossal 
figures, so big that no eye could miss them ; and 
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that the reason why Sapling has enjoyed snb- 
atantial rewards is not beoaose of his political 
views, nor because of his glorification of the Brit- 
ish Empire, but simply beoaose of his literary 
genius. He is a brilliant and salient exception to 
the common run of poets, not merely in royalties, 
but in creative power. Furthermore, shortly 
after this lecture was delivered, Alfred Noyes and 
then John Masefield passed from city to city in 
America in a march of triumph. Mr. O^ibson and 
Mr. De La Mare received homage everywhere; 
^^Biley day'' is now a legal holiday in Indiana; 
Bupert Brooke has been canonized. 

Mr. Watson is surely mistaken when he offers 
''his poetical contemporaries in England" his 
''most sincere condolences on the hard fate which 
condemned them to be bom there at all in the lat- 
ter part of the nineteenth century.'' But he is 
not mistaken in wishing that more people every* 
where were appreciative of true poetry. I wish 
this with all my heart, not so much for the poet's 
sake, as for that of the people. But the dbosen 
spirits are not rarer in our time than formerly. 
The fault is in human nature. Material blessings 
are instantly appreciated by every man, woman, 
and child, and by all the animals. For one person 
who knows the joys of listening to music, or look- 
ing at pictures, or reading poetry, there are a 
hundred thousand who know only the joys of food, 
clothing, shelter. Spiritual delights are not so 
immediately apparent as the gratification of phys- 



WILLIAM WATSON 47 

ical desires. Perhaps if they were, man's growth 
would stop. As Browning says, 

Wliile were it so Tvith the soul, — ^this gift of trath 
Once graspedj were this our soul's gain safe, and sure 
To prosper as the body's gain is wont, — 
Why, man's probation would conclude, his earth 
Crumble; for he both reasons and decides. 
Weighs first, then chooses : will he give up fire 
For gold or purple once he knows its worth? 
Could he give Christ up were his worth as plaint 
Therefore, I say, to test man, the proofs shift, 
Nor may he grasp that fact like other fact. 
And stndghtway in his life acknowledge it. 
As, say, the indubitable bliss of fire. 

One of the functions of the poet is to awaken 
men and women to the knowledge of the delights 
of the mind, to give them life instead of exist- 
ence. As Mr. Watson nobly expresses it, the aim 
of the poet "is to keep fresh within ns onr often 
flagging sense of lifers greatness and grandeur, *' 
We can exist on food ; but we cannot live without 
our poets, who lift us to higher planes of thought 
and feeling. The poetry of William Watson has 
done this service for us again and again. 

In 1884 appeared Epigrams of Art, Life, and 
Nature. I do not think these have been sufS- 
dently admired. As an epigrammatist Mr. Wat- 
son has no rival in Victorian or in contemporary 
verse. The epigram is a quite definite form of 
arty especially cultivated by the poets in the first 
half of the seventeenth century. Their formula 
was the terse expression of obscene thoughts. 
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Mr. Watson excels the best of them in wit, con- 
cision, and grace ; it is needless to say he makes 
no attempt to rival them as a garbage-collector. 
Of the large nmnber of epigrams that he has con- 
tributed to English literature, I find the majority 
not only interesting, but ridily stimulating. This 
one ought to please Mr. H. G. Wells: 

Wben whelmed are altar, priesty and creed; 

Wben all the faiths have paased; 
Perhaps, from daricening inoense fussed, 

God may emerge at last. 

This one, despite its subject, is far above dog- 
gerel: 



friends he loved. His direst earthly 
Cats — ^I believe he dlid but feign to hate. 
My hand will miss the insinnated nose. 
Mine eyes the tail that wagg'd eontonpt at fate. 

But his best epigrams are on purely literary 
themes : 

Your Marlowe's page I elosei my Shakespeare's ope. 

How weloome--af ter gong and cymbal's din — 
The eontinnityy the long slow slope 

And vast carves of the gradual vioUnl 

With the publication in 1890 of his masterpiece, 
Wordsworth^s Grave, William Watson came into 
his own. This is worthy of the man it honours, 
and what higher praise could be given? It is 
superiori both in penetration and in beauty, to 
Matthew Arnold ^s famous Memorial Verses. In- 
deed, in the art of writing subtle literary criticism 
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in rhythmical language that is itself high and pure 
poetry, Mr, Watson is unapproachable by any of 
his contemporaries, and I do not know of any 
poet in English literature who has surpassed him. 
This is his specialty, this is his clearest title to 
permanent fame. And although his criticism is 
so valuable, when employed on a sympathetic 
theme, that he must b^ ranked among our modem 
interpreters of literature, his style in expressing 
it could not possibly be translated into prose, sure 
test of its poetical greatness. In his Apologia, he 
says 

I have full oft 
In singers' selves found me a theme of song, 
Holding these also to be very part 
Of Nature's greatness, and accounting not 
Their descants least heroieal of deeds. 

The poem WordsworWs Grave not only ex- 
presses, as no one else has expressed, the quality 
of Wordsworth's genius, but in single lines as- 
signed to each, the same service is done for Milton, 
Shakespeare, Shelley, Coleridge, and Byron. 
This is a matchless illustration of the kind of 
criticism that is in itself genius; for we may 
quarrel with Mr. Spingam as much as we please 
on Ms general dogmatic principle of the identity 
of genius and taste; here we have so admirable 
an example of what he means by creative criticism, 
that it is a pity he did not think of it himself. 
**For it still remains true,*' says Mr. Spingam, 
'Hhat the sesthetic critic, in his moments of high- 
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est power, rises to heights where he is at one with 
the creator whom he is interpreting. At that mo- 
ment criticism and 'creation' are one.'' 

All great poets have the power of noble indigna- 
tion, a divine wrath against wickedness in high 
places. The poets, like the prophets of old, pour 
out their irrepressible fury against what they be- 
lieve to be cruelty and oppression. Milton's mag- 
nificent Piedmont sonnet is a glorious roar of 
righteous rage ; and since his time the poets have 
ever been the spokesmen for the insulted and in- 
jured. Bobert Bums, more than most statesmen, 
helped to make the world safe for democracy. I 
do not know what humanity would do without its 
poets — they are the champions of the individual 
against the tyranny of power, the cruel selfish- 
ness of kings, and the artificial conventions of 
society. We may or may not agree with Mr. Wat- 
son 's anti-imperialistic sentiments as expressed 
in the early days of our century; he himself, like 
most of us, has changed his mind on many sub- 
jects since the outbreak of the world-war, and 
unless he ceases to develop, will probably change 
it many times in the future. But whatever our 
opinions, we cannot help admiring lines like these, 
published in 1897 : 

HOW WEARY IS OUR HEART 

Of kings and courts; of kingly, oonrtly ways 
In which the life of man is bought and sold; 
How weazy is our heart these many days! 
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Of eeremonions embaaaes that hold 
Parley with Hell in fine and ailken phraae^ 
How weary ia our heart theae many dsyal 

Of wavering eonnaellozB neither hot nor eold, 
Whom from Hia month God apeweth, be it UAd 
How weary ia our heart theae many dayal 

Tea, for the raveUed night ia round the landa. 

And aide are we of all the imperial atory. 

The tramp of Power, and ita long trail of pain; 

The mighty browa in meaneat aria grown hoary; 

The mighty handa, 

That in the dear, aitronted name of Peaee 

Bind down a people to be racked and alain; 

The emnlona armiea waxing without eeaae, 

All-pniaaant all in vain; 

The paeta and leaguea to murder by delaya, 

And the dumb thronga that on the deaf thronea gaae; 

The common loveleaa luat of territory; 

The lipa that only babble of their mart, 

While to the night the ahrieking hamleta blaze; 

The bought allegiance, and the purehaaed praiae, 

Falae honour, and ahamefnl glory; — 

Of all the evil whereof thia ia part. 

How weary ia our heart. 

How weary ia our heart theae many dayal 

Another poem I cite in full, not for its power 
and beanty, bnt as a curiosity. I do not think it 
has been remembered that in the New Poems of 
1909 Mr. Watson published a poem of Hate some 
years before the Teutonic hymn became famous. 
It is worth reading again, because it so exactly 
expresses the cold reserve of the Anglo-Saxon, in 
contrast with the sentimentality of the German. 
There is, of course, no indication that its author 
had Germany in mind. 
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HATE 

(To eertain fomgn detraeton) 

Sin, if the troth most needs be told. 
We love not you that rail and seold; 
Andf yet, my maeten, yon may wait 
Till the Oieek Calends for onr hate. 

No spendthrifts of onr hate are we; 
Onr hate is nsed with husbandry. 
We hold onr hate too ehoioe a tiling 
For light and eareless lavishing. 

We eannoty dare not, make it eheapl 
For holy nses will we keep 
A thing so pure, a thing so great 
As Heaven's benignant gift of hate. 

Is there no aneient, seeptred Wrongt 
No torturing Power, endured too longt 
Tea; and for these our hatred shall 
Be cloistered and kept virginaL 

He found occasion to draw from his cold storage 
of hate much sooner than he had anticipated. Be- 
ing a convinced anti-imperialist, and having not 
a spark of antagonism to Germany^ the early days 
of August, 1914, shocked no one in the world more 
than him. But after the first maze of bewilder- 
ment and horror, he drew his pen against the 
Kaiser in holy wrath. Most of his war poems 
have been collected in the little volume The Mem 
Who Saw, published in the summer of 1917. He 
has now at all events one satisfaction, that of being 
in absolute harmony with the national sentiment. 
In his Preface, after commenting on the pain he 
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had suffered in times past at finding himself in 
opposition to the majority of his countrymen, he 
manfully says, ** During tiie present war, with all 
its agonies and horrors, he has had at any rate 
the one private satisfaction of feeling not even 
the most momentary doubt or misgiving as to 
the perfect righteousness of his country's cause. 
There is nothing on earth of which he is more cer- 
tain than that this Empire, throughout this su- 
preme ordeal, has shaped her course by the light 
of purest duty.** The volume opens with a fine 
tribute to Mr. Lloyd George, **the man who 
saw,** and The Kaiser's Dirge is a savage male- 
diction. The poems in this booV-of decidedly 
unequal merit — ^have the fire of indignation if not 
always the flame of inspiration. Taken as a 
whole, they are more interesting psychologically 
than as a contribution to English verse. I sym- 
pathize with the author's feelings, and admire his 
sincerity; but his reputation as a poet is not 
heightened overmuch. Perhaps the best poem in 
the collection is The Yellow Pcmsy, accompanied 
with Shakespeare's line, ^ ^ There 's pansies — ^that's 
for thoughts. ' * 

Winter had swooped, a lean and hungry hawk; 

It seemed an age since summer was entombed; 
Yet in our garden, on its frozen stalk, 

A yellow pansy bloomed. 

'Twaa Nature saying by trope and metaphor: 
''Behold, when empire against empire strives. 

Though all else perish, ground 'neath iron war, 
The golden thought surviyes/' 
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Although, with the exception of his marriage 
and travels in America, Mr, Watson's verse tells 
us little of the facts of his life, few poets have 
ever revealed more of the history of their mind. 
What manner of man he is we know without wait- 
ing for the publication of his intimate correspond- 
ence. It is fortunate for his temperament that, 
combined with an almost morbid sensitiveness, he 
has something of Byron's power of hitting back. 
His numerous volumes contain many verses scor- 
ing off adverse critics, upon whom he exercises a 
sword of satire not always to be found among a 
poet's weapons; which exercise seems to give 
him both relief and delight Apart from these 
thrusts edged with personal bitterness, William 
Watson possesses a rarely used vein of ironical 
wit that immediately recalls Byron, who might 
himself have written some of the stanzas in The 
Eloping Angels. Faust requests Mephisto to pro- 
cure for them both admission into heaven for half- 
an-hour : 

To whom Hephiflto: **Ahf you undemte 

The hasarda and the dangera, my good Sir. 
Peter la atony aa hia name; the gate, 

Ezoepting to inyited gncsta, won't atir. 
'Tia long aince he and I were intimate; 

We differed; — ^but to bygonea why refer t 
Still, there are windowa; if a peep through theae . 
Would aerve your turn, we'll atart whene'er you pleaae. • • .^ 

So Fauat and hia companion entered, by 
The window, the abodea where aerapha dwell. 

"Already morning quickena in the aky, 
And aoon will aound the heavenly matin bell; 
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Ovr time is short/' Mephisto said, ''for I 

Have on appointment about noon in helL 
Dear, dearl why, heaven has hardly changed one bit 
Since the old days before the historic split'' 

The excellent conventional technique displayed 
in The Prince's Quest has characterized nearly 
every page of Mr. Watson ^s works. He is not 
only content to walk in the ways of traditional 
poesy, he glories in it. He has a contempt for 
heretics and experimenters, which he has ex- 
pressed frequently not only in prose, but in verse. 
It is natural that he should worship Tennyson; 
natural (and unfortunate for him) that he can see 
little in Browning. And if he is blind to Brown- 
ing, what he thinks of contemporaiy ^^new'' poets 
may easily be imagined. With or without inspira- 
tion, he believes that hard work is necessary, and 
that good workmanship ought to be rated more 
highly. This idea has become an obsession; Mr. 
Watson writes too much about the sweat of his 
brow, and vents his spleen on '^modern'' poets too 
often. In his latest volume, Retrogression, pub- 
lished in 1917, thirty-two of the fifty-two poems 
are devoted to the defence of standards of poetic 
art and of purity of speech. They are all inter- 
esting and contain some truth; but if the ^^new'' 
poetry and the ''new" criticism are really balder- 
dash, they should not require so much attention 
from one of the most eminent of contemporary 
writers. I think Mr. Watson is rather stiff- 
necked and obstinate, like an honest, hearty coun- 
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try squire, in his stnrdy following of tradition. 
Smooth teohniqne is a fine thing in art; but I do 
not oare whether a poem is written in conventional 
metre or in free verse, so long as it is unmistak- 
ably poetry. And no garments yet invented or 
the lack of them can conceal true poetry. Perhaps 
the Traditionalist might reply that uninspired 
verse gracefully written is better than uninspired 
verse abominably written. So it is; but why 
bother about either t He might once more insist 
that inspired poetry gracefully written is better 
than inspired poetry ungracefully written. And 
I should reply that it depended altogether on the 
subject. I should not like to see Whitman's 
Spirit that formed this Scene turned into a Spen- 
serian stanza. I cannot forget that David Mallet 
tried to smoothen Hamlet's soliloquy by jamming 
it into the heroic couplet. Mr. Watson thinks that 
the great John Donne is dead. On the contrary, 
he is audibly alive ; and the only time he really ap- 
proached dissolution was when Pope '' versified" 
him. 

Stephen Phillips, William Watson, Alfred 
Noyes— each published his first volume of poems 
at the age of twenty-two, additional evidence of 
the old truth that poets are bom, not made. Al- 
fred Noyes is a Staffordshire man, though his re- 
port of the county differs from that of Arnold 
Bennett as poetry differs from prose. They did 
not see the same things in Staffordshire, and if 
they had, they would not have been the same 
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things, anyhow. Mr. Noyes was bom on the six- 
teenth of September, 1880, and made his first de- 
parture from the traditions of English poetry in 
going to Oxford. There he was an excellent illus- 
tration of mens sana in corpore sano, writing 
verses and rowing on his college crew. He is mar- 
ried to an American wife, is a professor at Prince- 
ton, and understands the spirit of America better 
than most visitors who write cleyer books about 
us. He has the wholesome, modest, cheerful tem- 
perament of the American college undergraduate, 
and the Princeton students are fortunate, not only 
in hearing his lectures^ but in the opportunity of 
fellowship with such a man. 

Mr. Noyes is one of the few poets who can read 
his own verses effectively, the reason being that 
his mind is by nature both literary and rhetorical 
— a rare union. The purely literary temperament 
is usually marked by a certain shyness which un- 
fits its owner for the public platform. I have 
heard poets read passionate poetry in a muffled 
sing-song, something like a child learning to '^ re- 
cite. ' * The works of Alfred Noyes gain distinctly 
by his oral interpretation of them. 

He is prolific Although still a young man, he 
has a long list of books to his credit; and it is 
rather surprising that in such a profusion of liter- 
ary experiments, the general level should be so 
high. He writes blank verse, octosyllabics, terza^ 
rima, sonnets, and is particularly fond of long 
rolling lines that have in them the music of the 
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sea. His ideas require no enlargement of the 
orchestra, and he generally avoids by-paths, or 
unbeaten tracks, content to go lustily singing 
along the highway. Perhaps it shows more cour- 
age to compete with standard poets in standard 
measures, than to elude dangerous comparisons 
by making or adopting a new fashion. Mr. Noyes 
openly challenges the masters on their own field 
and with their own weapons. Tet he shows noth- 
ing of the schoolmasterish contempt for the 
<<new*' poetry so characteristic of Mr. Watson. 
He actually admires Blake, who was in spirit a 
twentieth century poet, and he has written a fine 
poem On the Death of Francis Thompson, though 
he has nothing of Thompson in him except reli- 
gious faith. 

In the time-worn but useful classification of 
versemakers under the labels Vates and Poeta, 
Alfred Noyes belongs clearly to the latter group. 
He is not without ideas, but he is primarily an 
artist, a singer. He is one of the most melodious 
of modem writers, with a witchery in words that 
at its best is irresistible. He has an extraordi- 
nary command of the resources of language and 
rhythm. Were this all he possessed, he would be 
nothing but a graceful musician. But he has the 
imagination of the inspired poet, giving him crea- 
tive power to reveal anew the majesty of the un- 
tamed sea, and the mystery of the stars. With 
this clairvoyance — essential in poetry — ^he has 
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a hearty, cbarming, uncondescending sympathy 
with. **nfimmon^^ people, oommoQ flowers, eommon 
mncdeL One of his most origixial and most cap- 
tivatiiig po^na is The Tramp Trtmsfigured, an 
Episode in the Life of a Corn-flower Millionaire. 
This flOTitains a diaraister worthy of Dickens, a 
fEiery touch of fantasy, a rippUng, singing melody, 
with ddi^tfnl audacities of rime. 

TSds, tads, Uek, taek, I eonldu't wait no looser! 
Up I gela and bonB polite and pleaaant aa a toff — 
''AztemooD,'' I aayi^ Tm giad your boota are going stroager;. 
Only thing' Pm dzaading la yonr feet ^nll both eome oft,^ 
Tick, taek, Uek, taek, ahe didn^t stop to anawer, 
^Artemoon," afae aay% and aort o' ehokea a little cough^ 
*^ mask get to Piddinghoe tomofxow if 1 ean^ sirP' 
''Demnie^ my good ipomanl Haw! Don't think I mean to 

Saya I, like a \sM, 
''When (Pyon mean to deep toni^^t God made thia graaa 
for go'ff." 

His masterpiece, The BarreUOrgan, has some- 
thing of Kipling's roUicddng music, with less noise 
and more r^hiement. Out of the mechanical 
grinding of the hand organ, with the accompani- 
ment of city omnibuses, we get the very breath of 
spring in almost intolerable sweetness. Thia 
poem affects the head, the heart, and the feet I 
defy any man or woman to read it without sur- 
rendering to the magic of the lilacs, the magio of 
old memories, the magic of the po^t. Nor has 
any one ever read this poem withottt ftolnft imfm- 
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diately back to the first line^ and reading it all over 
again, so susceptible are we to the romantic pleas- 
ure of melancholy. 

Hon eoeur est nn lath suspendii: 
8it5t qn'on le tonche, il r6H>ime. 

Alfred Noyes understands the heart of the 
child; as is proved by his Flower of Old Japan, 
and Forest of Wild Thyme, a kind of singing Al- 
ice-in-Wonderland. These are the veritable stuff 
of dreams — ^wholly apart from the law of causa- 
tion—one vision fading into another. It is our 
faulty and not that of the poet, that Mr. Noyes 
had to explain them: ^^It is no new wisdom to 
regard these things through the eyes of little chil- 
dren; and I know — ^however insignificant they 
may be to others — ^these two tales contain as deep 
and true things as I, personally, have the power 
to express. I hope, therefore, that I may be 
pardoned, in these hurried days, for pointing out 
that the two poems are not to be taken merely 
as fairy-tales, but as an attempt to follow the 
careless and happy feet of children back into 
the kingdom of those dreams which, as we said 
above, are the sole reality worth living and dy- 
ing for; those beautiful dreams, or those fantas- 
tic jests — ^if any care to call them so — ^f or which 
mankind has endured so many triumphant mar- 
tyrdoms that even amidst the rush and roar of 
modem materialism they cannot be quite forgot- 
ten.*' Mr. William J. Locke says he would rather 
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give up clean linen and tobacco than give up Ms 
dreams. 

Nearly all English poetry smells of the sea ; the 
waves rule Britannia, Alfred Noyes loves the 
ocean, and loves the old sea-dogs of Devonshire. 
He is not a literary poet, like William Watson, and 
has seldom given indication of possessing the in- 
sight or the interpretative power of his contem- 
porary in dealing with pure literature. He has 
the blessed gift of admiration, and his poems on 
Swinburne, Meredith, and other masters show a 
high reverence ; but they are without subtlety, and 
lack the discriminating phrase. He is, however, 
deeply read in Elizabethan verse and prose, as 
his Tales of the Mermaid Tavern, one of his long- 
est, most painstaking, and least successful works, 
proves ; and of all the Elizabethan men of action, 
Drake is his hero. The English lovers of the sea, 
and the German lovers of efficiency, have both done 
honour to Drake. I remember years ago, being 
in the town of Offenburg in Germany, and seeing 
at a distance a colossal statue, feeling some sur- 
prise when I discovered that the monument was 
erected to Sir Francis Drake, *4n recognition of 
his having introduced the potato into Europe.'' 
Here was where eulogy became almost too specific, 
and I felt that their Drake was not my Drake. 

Mr. Noyes called Drake, published in 1908, an 
English Epic. It is not really an epic — ^it is a 
historical romance in verse, as Aurora Leigh is a 
noveL It is interesting from beginning to end. 
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more interesting as narrative than as poetry. It 
is big rather than great, rhetorical rather than 
literary, declamatory rather than passionate. 
And while many descriptive passages are fine, the 
pictures of the terrible storm near Cape Horn are 
surely less vivid than those in Dauber. Had Mr. 
Noyes written Drake without the songs, and writ- 
ten nothing else, I should not feel certain that he 
was a poet ; I should regard him as an extremely 
fluent versifier, with remarkable skill in telling a 
rattling good story. But the Songs, especially the 
one beginning, ''Now the purple night is past,'' 
could have been written only by a poet. In Forty 
Singing Seamen there is displayed an imagination 
quite superior to anything in Drake; and I would 
not trade The Admiral's Ghost for the whole 
''epic." 

As a specific illustration of his lyrical power, 
the following poem may be cited. 

THE MAY-TBEE 

The May-tzee on the hiU 

Stands in the night 
So fragrant and so stilli 

So dusky white. 

That, stealing from the wood, 

In that sweet air, 
You'd think Diana stood 

Before you there. 

If it be so, her bloom 

Trembles with bliss. 
She waits across the gloom 

Her shepherd's kiss. 
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Tonch her. A bird will start 

From those pure snows, — 
The dark and fluttering heart 

Endymion knows. 

Alfred Noyes is ** among the English poets/* 
His position is secure. But because he has never 
identified himself with the **new'' poetry — either 
in choice of material or in free verse and poly- 
phonic prose — it would be a mistake to suppose 
that he is afraid to make metrical experiments. 
The fact of the matter is, that after he had mas- 
tered the technique of conventional rime and 
rhythm, as shown in many of his lyrical pieces, he 
began playing new tunes on the old instrument. 
In The Tramp Transfigured, to which I find my- 
self always returning in a consideration of his 
work, because it displays some of the highest 
qualities of pure poetry, there are new metrical 
effects. The same is true of the Prelude to the 
Forest of WUd Thyme, and of The Burial of a 
Queen; there are new metres used in Rank and 
File and in Mount Ida. The poem Astrid, in- 
cluded in the volume The Lord of Misrule (1915), 
is an experiment in initial rhymes. Try reading 
it aloud. 

White-armed Astrid, — ah, hut she was beautiful I — 

Nightly wandered weeping thro' the ferns in the moon, 

Slowly, weaving her strange garland in the forest, 

Crowned with white violets. 

Gowned in green. 

Holy was that glen where she glided, 

Making her wild garland as Merlin had bidden her. 
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Bieakiiig off the milk-white horns of the honeytaeUe, 

Sweetly dripped the new upon her small white 

Feet 

The English national poetry of Mr. Noyes 
worthily expresses the spirit of the British people, 
and indeed of the Anglo-Saxon race. We are no 
lovers of war; military ambition or the glory of 
conquest is not snfScient motive to call either 
Oreat Britain or America to arms ; but if the gon- 
dronken Oermans really believed that the English 
and Americans would not fight to save the world 
from an unspeakable despotism, they made the 
mistake of their lives. There must be a Cause, 
there must be an Idea, to draw out the full fighting 
strength of the Anglo-Saxons. Alfred Noyes 
made a correct diagnosis and a correct prophecy 
in 1911, when he published The Sword of England. 

She sheds no blood to that vain god of strife 

Whom tyrants call ''renown''; 
She knows that only they who reverence life 

Can nobly lay it down; 

And these will ride from child and home and love, 

Through death and heU that day; 
But 0, her faith, her flag, must bum above, 

Her soul must lead the wayl 

I think none tiie worse of the mental force ex- 
hibited in the poetry of Alfred Noyes because he 
is an optimist. It is a common error to suppose 
that cheerfulness is a sign of a superficial mind, 
and melancholy the mark of deep thinking. Pes- 
simism in itself is no proof of intellectual great- 
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ness. Every honest man must report the world 
as he sees it, both in its external manifestations 
and in the equally salient fact of hnman emotion. 
Mr. Noyes has always loved Uf e, and rejoiced in it ; 
he loves the beauty of the world and believes that 
history proves progress. In an xmashamed testi- 
mony to the happiness of living he is simply tell- 
ing tmths of his own experience. Happiness is 
not necessarily thoughtlessness; many men and 
women have gone through pessimism and come 
out on serener heights. 

Alfred Noyes proves, as Browning proved, that 
it is possible to be an inspired poet and in every 
other respect to remain normal. He is healthy- 
minded, without a trace of affectation or deca- 
dence. He follows the Tennysonian tradition in 
seeing that '^Beauty, Good, and Knowledge are 
three sisters." He is religious. A clear-headed, 
pure-hearted Englishman is Alfred Noyes. 

Although A Shropshire Lad was published in 
1896, there is nothing of the nineteenth century in 
it except the date, and nothing Victorian except 
the allusions to the Queen. A double puzzle con- 
fronts the reader : how could a University Profes- 
sor of Latin write this kind of poetry, and how, 
after having published it, could he refrain from 
writing more t Since the date of its appearance, 
he has published an edition of ManiUus, Book I, 
followed nine years later by Book H ; also an edi- 
tion of Juvendl, and many papers representing the 
result of original research. Possibly 
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Chill Pedantiy repraned his noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of his soul. 

Alfred Edward Honsman was bom on the 
twenty-sixth of March, 1859, was graduated from 
Oxford, was Professor of Latin at University Col- 
lege, London, from 1892 to 1911, and since then 
has been Professor of Latin at Cambridge. Few 
poets have made a deeper impression on the litera- 
ture of the time than he ; 'and the sixty-three short 
lyrics in one small volume form a slender wedge 
for so powerful an impact* This poetry, except in 
finished workmanship, follows no English tradi- 
tion; it is as unorthodox as Samuel Butler; 
it is thoroughly ** modem** in tone, in temper, 
and in emphasis. Although entirely original, it 
reminds one in many ways of the verse of Thomas 
Hardy. It has his paganism, his pessimism, his 
human sympathy, his austere pride in the tragedy 
of frustration, his curt refusal to pipe a merry 
tune, to make one of a holiday crowd. 

Therefore, since the world has still 
Much good, hut much less good than ill. 
And while the son and moon endure 
Luck's a chance, hut trouhle's sure, 
I'd face it as a wise man would, 
And train for ill and not for good. 
'Tis true, the stuff I bring for sale 
Is not so brisk a brew as ale: 
Out of a stem that scored the hand 
I wrung it in a weary land. 
But take it : if the smack is sour, 
The better for the embittered hour; 
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It dioidd do good to lieart and head 
Wben your aoid is in my aonl's stead; 
And I win friend yon, if I may, 
In the daik and elondy day. 

Those lines might have been written by Thomas 
Hardy. They express not merely his view of life, 
but his faith in the healing power of the bitter herb 
of pessimism. But we should remember that A 
Shropshire Lad was published before the first 
volmne of Mr. Hardy's verse appeared, and that 
the lyrical element displayed is natnral rather 
than acquired. 

Though at the time of its publication the author 
was thirty-six years old, many of the poems must 
have been written in the twenties. The style is 
mature, but the constant dwelling on death and the 
grave is a mark of youth. Young poets love to 
write about death, because its contrast to their 
present condition forms a romantic tragedy^ 
sharply dramatic and yet instinctively felt to be 
remote. Tennyson's first volume is full of the 
details of dissolution, the falling jaw, the eye-balls 
fixing, the sharp-headed worm. Aged poets do 
not usually write in this manner, because death 
seems more realistic than romantia It is a fact 
rather than an idea. When a young poet is ob* 
sessed with the idea of death, it is a sign, not of 
morbidity, but of normality. 

The originality in this book consists not in the 
contrast between love and the grave,, but in the 
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aoate self-oonBoiotisneBs of youth, in the pagan 
determination to enjoy nature without waiting till 
life's summer is past 

LoTeliert of trees, the eherry now 
Is hung with bloom along the bough, 
And stands abont the woodland ride 
Wearing white for Eastertide. 

Now, of my thxeesoore yean and ten, 
Twenty will not eome again, 
And take from seventy springs a seorc^ 
It only leaves me fifty more. 

And sinee to look at things in bloom 
Fifty springs are little room, 
About the woodlands I will go 
To see the eherry hnng with snow. 

The death of the body is not the greatest tragedy 
in this volume, for suicide, a thought that youth 
loves to play with, is twice glorified. The death 
of love is often treated with an ironical bitterness 
that makes one think of Time's Laughingstocks. 



Is my friend hearty, 
Now I am thin and pine^ 

And has he found to sleep in 
A better bed than 



Tes, lad, I lie eaqr, 

I lie as lads would ehoose; 
I eheer a dead man's sweetheart, 

Never ask me whose. 

The point of view expressed in The Carpenter's 
Son is singularly detached not only from conven- 
tional religious belief, but from conventioiial 
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reverence. But the originality in A Shropshire 
Lad, while more strikingly displayed in some 
poems than in others, leaves its mark on them all. 
It is the originality of a man who thinks his own 
thoughts with shy obstinacy, makes up his mind in 
secret meditation, quite unaffected by current 
opinion. It is not the poetry of a rebel ; it is the 
poetry of an independent man, too indifferent to 
the crowd even to fight them. And now and then 
we find a lyric of flawless beauty, that lingers in 
the mind like the glow of a sunset. 

Into my heart an air that kills 

From yon far country blows: 
What are those bine remembered hills. 

What spires, what farms are those t 

That is the land of lost content, 

I see it shining plain, 
The happy highways where I went, 

And cannot come again. 

Mr. Housman's poems are nearer to the twentieth 
century in spirit than the work of the late Vic- 
torians, and many of them are curiously prophetic 
of the dark days of the present war. What 
strange vision made him write such poems as The 
Becridt, The Street Sotmds to the Soldiers^ Tread, 
The Day of Battle, and On the Idle Hill of Sum- 
merf Change the colour of the uniforms, and 
these four poems would fit today's tragedy ac- 
curately. They are indeed superior to most of 
the war poems written by the professional poets 
since 1914. 
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LadloW) for ever associated with Milton's 
Comus, is now and will be for nuiny years to oome 
also significant in the minds of men as the home of 
a Shropshire lad 
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Poets are the Oreat Exceptions. Poets are for 
ever performing the impossible. ''No man 
pntteth new wine into old bottles . • . new wine 
mnst be put into new bottles.'^ But patting new 
wine into old bottles has been the steady profes- 
sional occupation of John Masefield. While many 
of our contemporary vers librists and other ex- 
perimentalists have been on the hnnt for new bot- 
tlesy sometimes, perhaps, more interested in the 
bottle than in the wine, John Masefield has been 
constantly pouring his heady drink into recep- 
tacles five hundred years old. In subject-matter 
and in language he is not in the least ''tradi- 
tional,'' not at all Victorian; he is wholly modem, 
new, contemporary. Yet while he draws his 
tb.emes and his heroes from his own experience, his 

71 
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inspiration as a poet comes directly from Chancer, 
who died in 1400. He is, indeed, the Chancer of 
today; the most closely akin to Chancer— not only 
in temperament, bnt in literary manner — of all the 
writers of the twentieth centary. The beantifnl 
metrical form that Chancer invented — ^rime 
royal— ideally adapted for narrative poetry, as 
shown in TroUus <md Criseyde, is the metre chosen 
by John Masefield for The Widow in the Bye 
Street and for Dauber; the only divergence in The 
Daffodil Fields consisting in the lengthening of 
the seventh Une of the stanm, for which he had 
plenty of precedents. Mr. Masefield owes more 
to Chancer than to any other poet. 

Varions are the roads to poetic achievement. 
Browning became a great poet at the age of 
twenty, with practically no experience of life ont- 
side of books. He had never travelled, he had 
never ''seen the world,'' bnt was brought up in a 
library ; and was so deeply read in the Greek poets 
and dramatists that a sunrise on the ^gean Sea 
was more real to him than a London fog. He 
never saw Greece with his natural eyes. Li the 
last year of his life, being asked by an American 
if he had been much in Athens, he replied con- 
tritely, ''Thou stick 'st a dagger in me." He be- 
lied Goethe's famous dictum. 

John Masefield was bom at Ledbury, in western 
England, in 1874. He ran away from home, 
shipped as cabin boy on a sailing vessel, spent 
some years before the mast, tramped on foot 
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through various countries, turned up in New York, 
worked in the old Columbia Hotel in Greenwich 
AvenuCi and had plenty of opportunity to study 
human nature in the bar-room. Then he entered 
a carpet factory in the Bronx. But he was the 
last man in the world to become a carpet knight. 
He bought a copy of Chaucer's poems, stayed up 
till dawn reading it, and for the first time was sure 
of his future occupation. 

John Masefield is the real man-of-war-bird im- 
agined by Walt Whitman. He is the bird self- 
conscious, the wild bird plus the soul of the poet. 

To cope with heaven and earth and sea and hurricane, 

Thou ship of air that never f url'st thy saih, 

Days, even weeks nntired and onward, through spaees, reahns 

gyrating, 
At dusk that look^st on Senegal, at mom America, 
That sport'st amid the lightning-flash and thunder-doud, 
In them, in thy experiences, had^st thou my soul, 
What joysl what joys were thine! 

They that go down to the sea in ships, that do busi- 
ness in great waters, these see the works of the 
Lord, and His wonders in the deep. They do in- 
deed ; they see them as the bird sees them, with no 
spiritual vision, with no self-consciousness^ with 
no power to refer or to interpret. It is sad that 
so many of those who have marvellous experiences 
have nothing else ; while those who are sensitive 
and imaginative Uve circumscribed What does 
the middle watch mean to an average seaman t 
But occasionally the sailor is a Joseph Conrad or 
a John Masefield. Then the visions of splendour 
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and the glorious voices of nature are seen and 
heard not only by the eye and the ear, but by the 
spirit. 

Although Chaucer took Mr. Masefield out of the 
carpet factory even as Spenser released Keats, 
it would be a mistake to suppose (as many do) 
that the Ledbury boy was an uncouth vagabond, 
who, without reading, without education, and with- 
out training,' suddenly became a poet. He had a 
good school education before going to sea; and 
from earliest childhood he longed to write. Even 
as a little boy he felt the impulse to put his dreams 
on paper; he read everything he could lay his 
hands on, and during all the years of bodily toil, 
afloat and ashore, he had the mind and the as- 
piration of a man of letters. Never, I suppose^ 
was there a greater contrast between an indi- 
vidual's outer and inner life. He mingled with 
rough, brutal, decivilized creatures ; his ears were 
assaulted by obscene language, spoken as to an 
equal; he saw the ugliest side of humanity, and 
the blackest phases of savagery. Yet through it 
all, sharing these experiences with no trace of con- 
descension, his soul was like a lily. 

He descended into hell again and again, coming 
out with his inmost spirit unblurred and shining, 
even as the rough diver brings from the depths 
the perfect pearl. For every poem that he has 
written reveals two things: a knowledge of the 
harshness of life, with a nature of extraordinary 
purity, delicacy, and grace. To find a parallel to 
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I cannot help thinking that Mr. Maaefidd put a 
good deal of himself into this strange hero. The 
adoration of beauty, which is the lodestar of the 
poet, lifted Dauber into a different world from the 
life of the ship. He had an ungovernable desire 
to paint the constantly chang^ing phases of beauty 
in the action of the vessel and in the wonders of the 
sea and sky. In this passion his shy, sensitive 
nature was stronger than all the brute strength 
enjoyed by his shipmates ; they could destroy his 
paintings, they could hurt his body, they could 
torture his heart But they could not prevent him 
from following his ideal. Dauber died, and his 
pictures are lost. But in the poem describing his 
aims and his sufferings, Mr. Masefield has accom- 
plished with his pen what Dauber failed to do with 
his brush; the beauty of the ship, the beauty of 
dawn and of midnight, the majesty of the storm 
are revealed to us in a series of unforgettable pic- 
tures. And one of Edison's ambitions is here 
realized. At the same moment we see the fright- 
ful white-capped ocean mountains, and we hear 
the roar of the gale. 

Water and sky were deviV brews which boiled. 

Boiled, shrieked, and glowered; but the ship was saved. 
Snugged safely down, though fourteen sails were split. 
Ont of the dark a fiercer fory raved. 
The grey-backs died and mounted, each crest lit 
With a white toppling gleam that hissed from it 
And slid, or leaped, or ran with whirls of cloud, 
Mad with inhuman life that shrieked aloud. 
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Mr. Masefield is a better poet than critic. In 
the New York Tribune for 23 January 1916, he 
spoke with modesty and candour of his own work 
and his own aims, and no one can read what he 
said without an increased admiration for him. 
But it is difficult to forgive him for talking as he 
did about Wordsworth, who ''wrote six poems and 
then fell asleep.'' And among the six are not 
Tintem Abbey or the Intimations of Immortality. 
Meditative poetry is not Mr. Masefield 's strongest 
claim to fame, and we do not go to poets for illu- 
minating literary criticism. Swinburne was so 
violent in his ''appreciations" that his essays in 
criticism are adjectival volcanoes. Every man 
with him was God or Devil. It is rare that a 
creative poet has the power of interpretation of 
literature possessed by William Watson. Mr. 
Masefield does not denounce Wordsworth, as Swin- 
burne denounced Byron ; he is simply blind to the 
finest qualities of the Lake poet. Yet, although he 
carries Wordsworth's famous theory of poetry to 
an extreme that would have shocked the author of 
it — if Mr. Masefield does not like Tintem Abbey, 
we can only imagine Wordsworth 's horror at The 
Everlasting Mercy — the philosophy of poetry un- 
derlying both The Everlasting Mercy, The Widow 
m the Bye Street, and other works is essentially 
that of William Wordsworth. Keeping The Ever- 
lasting Mercy steadily in mind, it is interesting, 
instructive, and even amusing to read an extract 
from Wordsworth's famous Preface of 1800. 
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''The principal object, then, proposed in these 
Poems was to choose incidents and situations from 
common life, and to relate or describe them, 
throughouti as far as was possible in a selection 
of language really used by men, and, at the same 
time, to throw over them a certain colouring of 
imagination, whereby ordinary things should be 
presented to the mind in an unusual aspect ; and, 
further, and above all, to make these incidents and 
situations interesting by tracing in them, truly 
though not ostentatiously, the primary laws of our 
nature; chiefly, as far as regards the manner in 
which we associate ideas in a state of excitement. 
Humble and rustic life was generally chosen, be- 
cause, in that condition, the essential passions of 
the heart find a better soil in which they can attain 
their maturity, are less under restraint, and speak 
a plainer and more emphatic language; because 
in that condition of life our elementary feelings co- 
exist in a state of greater simplicity, and, conse- 
quently, may be more accurately contemplated, 
and more forcibly communicated; because the 
manners of rural life germinate from those ele- 
mentary feelings, and, from the necessary charac- 
ter of rural occupations, are more easily compre- 
hended, and are more durable ; and, lastly, because 
in that condition the passions of men are incor- 
porated with 'the beautiful and permanent forms 
of nature/' 

When Wordsworth wrote these dicta, he fol- 
lowed them up with some explicit reservations, 
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and made many more implicit ones. Mr. Mase- 
field, in the tnie manner of the twentieth century 
makes none at alL Taking the language of 
Wordsworth exactly as it stands in the passage 
quoted above, it applies with precision to the 
method employed by Mr. Masefield in the poems 
that have given him widest recognition. And in 
carrying this theory of poetry to its farthest ex- 
treme in The Everlasting Mercy, not only did its 
author break with tradition, the tradition of nine- 
teenth-century poetry, as Wordsworth broke with 
that of the eighteenth, he succeeded in shocking 
some of his contemporaries, who refused to grant 
him a place among English poets. It was in the 
English Review for October, 1911, that The Ever- 
luting Mercy first appeared. It made a sensa- 
tion. In 1912 the Academic Committee of the 
Boyal Society of literature awarded him the 
Edmond de Polignac prize of five hundred dollars. 
This aroused the wrath of the orthodox poet Ste- 
phen Phillips, who publicly protested, not with 
any animosity toward the recipient, but with the 
conviction that true standards of literature were 
endangered. 

It is unfortunate for an artist or critic to belong 
to any '^school" whatsoever. Belonging to a 
school circumscribes a man's sympathies. It 
shuts him away from outside sources of enjoy- 
ment, and makes him incapable of appreciating 
many new works of art, because he has prejudged 
them even before they were written. Poetry is 
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greater than any definition of it There is no 
doubt that Marpessa is a real poem; and there is 
no doubt that the same description is true of The 
Everlasting Mercy. 

In The EverUisting Mercy, the prize-fig^t, given 
in detail, by rounds, is followed by an orgy of 
drunkenness rising to a scale almost Homeric 
The man, crazy with alcohol, runs amuck, and 
things begin to happen. The village is turned up- 
side down. Two powerful contrasts are dramati- 
cally introduced, one as an interlude between vio- 
lent phases of the debauch, the other as a conclu- 
sion. The first is the contrast between the insane 
buffoon and the calm splendour of the night. 

I opened window wide and leaned 

Out of that pigatye of the fiend 

And felt a eool wind go like graee 

Abont the aleeping maiket-plaee. 

The dock atrnek three, and aweetly, alowly, 

The bella ehimed Holy, Holy, Holy; 

And in a aeeond'a pause tbore fell 

The cold note of the chapel bell, 

And then a cock erew, flapping wings, 

And anmmat made me thhik of things. 

How long those ticking clocks had gone 

From church and chapel, on and on, 

Ticking the time ont, ticking slow 

To men and girls who'd come and go* 

These thoughts suddenly become intolerable. 
A second fit of madness, wilder than the first, 
drives the man about the town like a tornado. 
Finally and impressively comes the contrast be- 
tween the drunkard's horrible mirth and the sud- 
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den calm in his mind when the tall pale Quakeress 
hypnotizes him with conviction of sin. She drives 
out the devils from his breast with quiet authority, 
and the peace of God enters into his soul. 

From the first word of the poem to the last the 
man's own attitude toward fighting, drink, and 
religion is logically sustained. It is perfect 
drama, with never a false note. The hero is one 
of the "twice-born men,'* and the work may fairly 
be taken as one more footnote to the varieties of 
religious experience. 

I have been told on good authority that of all his 
writings Mr. Masefield prefers Nan, The Widow 
in the Bye Street, and The Everlasting Mercy. I 
think he is right. In these productions he has no 
real competitors. They are his most original, 
most vivid, most powerful pieces. He is at his 
best when he has a story to tell, and can tell it 
freely in his own unhampered way, a combination 
of drama and narrative. In The Everlasting 
Mercy, written in octosyllabics, the metre of 
Christmas Eve, he is uufiinchingly realistic, as 
Browning was in describing the chapel. The 
AthentBum thought Browning ought not to write 
about the mysteries of the Christian faith in dog- 
gerel But Christmas Eve is not doggerel. It 
is simply the application of the rules of realism 
to a discussion of religion. It may lack the dig- 
nity of the Essay on Man, but it is more interest- 
ing because it is more definite, more concrete, more 
reaL In The Everlasting Mercy we haVe beauti- 
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f ul passages of description, sharply exciting nar- 
ration, while the dramatic element is famished by 
conversation — ^and what conversation I It differs 
from ordinary poetry as the sermons of an 
evangelist differ from the sermons of Bishops. 
Mr. Masefield is a natural-bom dramatist. He is 
never content to describe his characters ; he makes 
them talk, and talk their own language, and you 
will never go far in his longer poems without see- 
ing the characters rise from the page, spring into 
life, and immediately you hear their Voices raised 
in angry altercation. It is as though he felt the 
reality of his men and women so keenly that he 
cannot keep them down. They refuse to remain 
quiet. They insist on taking the poem into their 
own hands, and running away with it. 

When we are reading The Widow in the Bye 
Street we realize that Mr. Masefield has studied 
with some profit the art of narrative verse as dis- 
played by Chaucer. The story begins directly, 
and many necessary facts are revealed in the first 
stanza, in a manner so simple that for the mo- 
ment we forget that this apparent simplicity is 
artistic excellence. The Nim^s Priest ^s Tale is a 
model of attack. 

A ponre wydwe, somdel stope in age, 
Was whilom dwellynge in a narwe cottage, 
Beside a grove, stondynge in a dale. 
This wydwe, of which I telle yow my tale, 
Syn thilke day that she was last a wyf , 
In padence ladde a fttl symple lyf, 
For litel was hir catel and Ur rente. 
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Now if I conld have only one of Mr. Masefield's 
books, I would take The Widow in the Bye Street 
Its opening lines have the much-in-little so char- 
aoteristic of Chaucer. 

Down Bye Street, in a little ShiopshiTe town. 
There lived a widow with her only son : 
She had no wealth nor title to renown, 
Nor any joyons hoxxr^ never one. 
She rose from ragged mattress before snn 
And stitched all day nntil her eyes were red, 
And had to stitch, because her man was dead. 

This is one of the best narrative poems in mod- 
em literature. It rises from calm to the fiercest 
and most tumultuous passions that usurp the 
throne of reason. Love, jealousy, hate, revenge, 
murder, succeed in cumulative force. Then the 
calm of unmitigated and hopeless woe returns, 
and we leave the widow in a solitude peopled only 
with memories. It is melodrama elevated into 
poetry. The mastery of the artist is shown in 
the skill with which he avoids the quagmire of 
sentimentality. We can easily imagine what form 
this story would take under the treatment of many 
popular writers. But although constantly ap- 
proaching the verge, Mr. Masefield never falls in. 
He has known so much sentimentality, not merely 
in books and plays, but in human beings, that he 
understands how to avoid -it. Furthermore, he is 
steadied by seeing so plainly the weaknesses of 
his characters, just as a great nervous specialist 
gains in poise by observing his patients. And 
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perhaps our author feels the sorrows of the widow 
too deeply to talk about them with any. conven- 
tional affectation. 

I should like to find some one who, without much 
familiarity with the fixed stars in English litera- 
turoi had read The Daffodil Fields, and then ask 
him to guess who wrote the following stanzas : 

A gentle answer did the old Man make. 
In eonrteoiiB apeeeh whieh forth he slowly drew; 
And him with further worda I thoa beapake, 
**Whni oeeapation do yon there puranet 
Thia ia a loneaome plaee for one like yon.'* 
Ere he replied, a flaah of mild anrpriae 
Broke from the aable orba of hia yet-vivid eyea. 



'Thia will break Miehad'a heart,'' he aaid at length, 
^oor Miehaely^ ahe replied; '^hey waated hours. 
He loved hia father ao. Ood give him atrength. 
Thia ia a emel thing this life of oura.*' 
The windy woodland glimmered with shut flowersi 
White wood anemonea that the wind blew down. 
The valley opened wide beyond the atarxy town. 

And I think he would reply with some confi- 
dence, ''John Masefield.'^ He would be right 
concerning the second stanza; but the first is, as 
every one ought to know and does not, from 
Resolution and Independence, by William Words- 
worth. It is significant that this is one of the six 
poems excepted by Mr. Masefield from the mass of 
Wordsworthian mediocrity. It is, of course, a 
great poem, although when it was published (1807, 
written in 1802), it seemed by conventional stand- 
ards no poem at all Shortly after its appear- 
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anoe, some one read it aloud to an intelligent 
woman ^ she sobbed unrestrainedly ; then, recover- 
ing herself, said shamefacedly, ''After all, it isnH' 
poetry. ' ' The reason, I suppose, why she thought 
it could not be poetry was because it was so much 
nearer life than ''art" The simplicity of the 
scene ; the naturalness of the dialogue ; the home* 
liness of the old leech-gatherer ; these all seemed 
to be outside the realm of the heroic, the elevated, 
the sublime, — ^the particular business of poetry, 
as she mistakenly thought The reason why John 
Masefield admires this poem is because of its 
vitality, its naturalness, its easy dialogue — ^main 
characteristics of his own work. In writing The 
Daffodil Fields, he consciously or unconsciously 
selected the same metre, introduced plenty of con- 
versation, as he loves to do in all his narrative 
poetry, and set his tragedy on a rural stage. 

It is important here to repeat the last few 
phrases already quoted from Wordsworth's 
famous Preface: "The manners of rural life 
germinate from those elementary feelings, and, 
from the necessary character of rural occupations, 
are more easily comprehended, and are more dur- 
able; and, lastly, because in that condition Uw 
passions of men are incorporated with the b*ma 
tiful and permanent forms of nature/' If Mi*, 
Masefield had written this preface for The Daffo 
dU Fields, he could not have more a<uturniv\^^^ 
pressed both the artistic aim of hin po^fm P^h4 Mf 
natural atmosphere. "The pamonn of h^h Hf^ 
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incorporated with the beautiful and permanent 
forms of nature/' In this work, each one of the 
seven sections ends with the daffodils ; so that no 
matter how base and truculent are the revealed 
passions of man, the final impression at the close 
of each stage is the unchanging loveliness of the 
delicate golden flowers. Indeed, the daffodils not 
only fill the whole poem with their fluttering 
beauty, they play the part of the old Greek chorus. 
At the end of each act in this steadily growing 
tragedy, they comment in their own incomparable 
way on the sorrows of man. 



80 the night paawd; the noisy wind went down; 
The half-burnt moon her starry traekway rode. 
Then the first fire was lighted in the town. 
And the first carter staeked hia early load. 
Upon the farm's drawn blinds the morning glowed; 
And down the valley, with little elncks and rills, 
The dancing waters danced by dancing daffodils. 

But if| consciously or unconsciously^ Mr. Mase- 
field in the composition of The Daffodil Fields 
followed the metre and the manner of Words- 
worth in Resolution and Independence, in the story 
itself he challenges Tennyson's Enoch Arden. 
Whether he meant to challenge it, I do not know ; 
but the comparison is unescapable. Tennyson did 
not invent the story, and any poet has the right to 
use the material in his own fashion. Knowing 
Mr. Masefield from The Everlasting Mercy and 
The Widow in the Bye Street, it would have been 
safe to prophesy in advance that his own Enoch 
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would not show the self-restraint practised by the 
Teunysonian hero. Reserve and restraint were 
the trump cards of the Typical Victorian, just as 
the annihilation of all reserve is a characteristic 
of the twentieth-century artist In the Idylls of 
the King, the parting of Guinevere and Arthur was 
what interested Tennyson; the poets of today 
would of course centre attention on the parting of 
Guinevere and Lancelot, and like so many "ad- 
vances," they would in truth be only going back 
to old Malory. 

"Neither in the design nor in the telling did 
or could, Enoch Arden come near the artistic 
truth of The DaffodU Fields," says Professor 
Quiller-Couch, of Cambridge. I am not entirely 
sure of the truth of this very positive statement. 
Each is a rural poem; the characters are simpler 
the poetic accompaniment supplied by the daffo- 
dils in one poem is supplied in the other by the 
sea. And yet, despite this latter fact, if one reads 
Enoch Arden immediately after The Daffodil 
Fields, it seems to be without salt It lacks 
flavour, and is almost tasteless compared with the 
biting condiments of the other poem, prepared as 
it was for the sharper demands of twentieth-cen- 
tury palates. We like, as Browning thought 
Macready would like "stabbing, drabbing, et 
autres gentUlesses," and Mr. Masefield knows how 
to supply them. Yet I am not sure that the self- 
denial of Enoch and the thnid patience of Philip 
do not both indicate a certain strength absent in 
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Mr. Masefield's wildly exdting tale. Of course 
Tennyson's trio are all ''good'' people, and be 
meant to make them so. In the other work 
Michael is a selfish scoundrel. Lion is a mnrderer, 
and Mary an adulteress; and we are meant to 
sympathize with all three, as Mr. Galsworthy 
wishes us to sympathize with those who follow 
their instincts rather than their consciences. One 
poem celebrates the strength of character, the 
other the strength of passion. But there can be 
no doubt that Enoch (and perhaps Philip) loved 
Annie more than either Michael or Ldon loved 
Mary— which is perhaps creditable; for Mary is 
more attractive. 

One should remember also that in these two 
poems — so interesting to compare in so many dif- 
ferent ways — ^Tennyson tried to elevate a homely 
theme into ''poetry"; whereas Mr. Masefield finds 
the truest poetry in the bare facts of life and 
feeling. Tennyson is at his best outside of drama, 
wherever he has an opportunity to adorn and em- 
bellish; Mr. Masefield is at his best in the fierce 
conflict of human wills. Thus Enoch Arden is not 
one of Tennyson's best poems, and the best parts 
of it are the purely descriptive passages ; whereas 
in The Daffodil Fields Mr. Masefield has a sub- 
ject made to his hand, and can let himself go with 
impressive power. In the introduction of con- 
versation into a poem — a special gift with Mr. 
Masefield — Tennyson is usually weak, which 
ought to have taught him never to venture into 
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drama. Nothing is worse in Enoch Arden than 
passages like these: 

''Annie, this yoyage by the grace of God 
Will bring fair weather yet to all of ns. 
Keep a elean hearth and a clear flre for me, 
For I'll be back, my girl, before yon know it^ 
Then lightly rocking baby's cradle, ''and he. 
This pretty, puny, weakly little one, — 
Nay — ^for I love him all tiie better for it- 
God bless him, he shall sit upon my knees 
And I will tell him tales of foreign parts, 
And make him merry, when I come home again. 
Come, Annie, come, cheer np before I go." 

One of the reasons why twentieth-century read- 
ers are so impatient with Enoch Arden, is because 
Tennyson refused to satisfy the all but universal 
love of a fight The conditions for a terrifio 
'^ mix-up" were all there, and just when the spec- 
tator is looking for an explosion of wrath and 
bloody the poet turns away into the more heroic 
but less thrilling scene of self-conquest. Mr. 
Masefield may be trusted never to disappoint his 
readers in such fashion. It might be urged that 
whereas Tennyson gave a picture of man as he 
ought to be, Mr. Masefield painted him as he really 
is. 

But The Daffodil Fields is not melodrama. It 
is a poem of extraordinary beauty. Every time 
I read it I see in it some ** stray beauty-beam *' 
that I missed before. It would be impossible to 
translate it into prose; it would lose half its in- 
terest, and all of its charm. It would be easier 
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to translate TennyBon's Dora into prose than The 
Daffodil Fields. In fact, I have often thought 
that if the story of Dora were told in concise 
prose, in the manner of Ony de Maupassant, it 
would distinctly gain in force. 

No poet, with any claim to the name, can be 
accurately labelled by an adjective or a phrase. 
Ton may think you know his ^'manner," and he 
suddenly develops a different one; this you call 
his '^ later'' manner, and he disconcerts you by 
harking back to the ^^ earlier," or trying some- 
thing, that if you must have labels, you are forced 
to call his ^'latest," knowing now that it is sub- 
ject to change without notice. Mr. Masefield pub- 
lished The Everlasting Mercy in 1911 ; The Widow 
in the Bye Street in 1912; Dauber in 1912; The 
Daffodil Fields in 1913. We had him classified. 
He was a writer of sustained narrative, unscrupu- 
lous in the use of language, bursting with vitality, 
sacrificing anything and everything that stood in 
the way of his effect. This was ^^red blood" 
verse raised to poetry by sheer inspiration, backed 
by remarkable skill in the use of rime. We 
looked for more of the same thing from him, know- 
ing that in this particular field he had no rival 

Then came the war. As every soldier drew his 
sword, every poet drew his pen. And of all the 
poems published in the early days of the struggle, 
none equalled in high excellence August 1914, by 
John Masefield. And its tone was precisely the 
opposite of what his most famous efforts had led 
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US to expect. It was not a lurid picture of whole* 
sale murder, nor a bottle of vitriol thrown in the 
face of the Kaiser. After the thunder and the 
lightning, came the still small voice. It is a poem 
in the metre and manner of Gray, with the same 
silver tones of twilit peace — ^heartrending by con- 
trast with the Continental scene. 

How still this quiet cornfield is to-night; 

By an intenser glow the evening falls. 
Bringing, not darkness, bat a deeper light; 

Among the stooks ^ partridge oovey calls. 

The windows glitter on the distant hill; 

Beyond the hedge the sheei>-bells in the fold 
Stumble on sudden music and are still; 

The forlorn pinewoods droop above the wold. 

An endless quiet valley reaches out 
Past the blue hills into the evening sky; 

Over the stubble, cawing, goes a rout 
Of rooks from harvest, flagging as they fly. 

So beautiful it is I never saw 
So great a beauty on these English fields 

Touched, by the twilight's coming, into awe. 
Ripe to the soul and rich with summer's yields. 

The fields are inhabited with the ghosts of 
ploughmen of old who gave themselves for Eng- 
landy even as the faithful farmers now leave scenes 
inexpressibly dear. For the aim of our poet is to 
magnify the lives of the humble and the obscure, 
whether on land or sea. In the beautiful Conse- 
cration that he prefixed to Salt-Water Ballads, he 
expressly turns his back on Commanders, on Bui- 
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en, on Princes and Prelates, in order to sing 
of the stokers and chantymen, yes, even of the 
dust and scam of the earth. They work, and 
others get the praise. They are inarticulate, but 
have found a spokesman and a champion in the 
poet His sea-poems in this respect resemble 
Conrad's sea-novels. This is perhaps one of the 
chief functions of the man of letters, whether he 
be poet, novelist or dramatist — ^never to let us 
forget the anonymous army of toilers. For, as 
Clyde Fitch used to say, the great things do not 
happen to the great writers ; the great things hap- 
pen to the little people they describe. 

Although Mr. Masefield's reputation depends 
mainly on his narrative poems, he has earned a 
high place among lyrical poets. These poems, at 
least many of them, are as purely subjective as 
The Everlasting Mercy was purely objective. 
Barely does a poem unfurl with more loveliness 
than this : 

I have seen dawn and sanflet on moon and windy hilla 
Coming in lolenm. beaaty like alow old tmiea of Spain; 

I have seen the lady April bringing the daffodils, 
Bringing the springing grhss and the soft wann April 
rain. 

In Tewkesbury Road and in Sea Fever the poet 
expresses the urge of his own heart. In Bi- 
ography he quite properly adopts a style exactly 
the opposite of the biographical dictionary. 
Dates and events are excluded. But the various 
moments when life was most intense in actual ex- 
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perience, sights of mountains on sea and land, 
long walks and talks with an intimate friend, the 
frantically fierce endeavour in the racing cutter, 
quiet scenes of beauty in the peaceful country- 
side. '^The days that make us happy make us 
wise.** 

As Mr. Masefield's narratives take us back to 
Chaucer, so his Sonnets (1916) take us ba(& to the 
great Elizabethan sequences. Whether or not 
Shakespeare unlocked his heart in his sonnets is 
impossible to determine. Wordsworth thought he 
did, Browning thought quite otherwise. But these 
sonnets of our poet are undoubtedly subjective; 
no one without the necessary information would 
guess them to come from the author of The Ever- 
lasting Mercy. They reveal what has always 
been — ^through moving accidents by flood and field 
1— the master passion of his mind and heart, the 
worship of Beauty. The entire series illustrates a 
tribute to Beauty expressed in the first one — ** De- 
light in her made trouble in my mind." This 
mental disturbance is here the spur to composi- 
tion. They are experiments in relative, medita- 
tive, speculative poetry; and while they contain* 
some memorable lines, and heighten one's respect 
for the dignity and sincerity of their author's tem- 
perament, they are surely not so successful as 
his other work. They are not clearly articulate. 
Instead of the perfect expression of perfect 
thoughts — ^a gift enjoyed only by Shakespeare — 
they reveal the extreme diflSoulty of metrically 
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voicing his 'Hronble/' It is in a way like the 
musio of the lAehestod. He is straggling to say 
what is in his mind, he approaches it, falls away, 
comes near again, only to be finally baffled* 

In 1918 Mr. Masefield retnmed to battle, murder 
and sadden death in the romantic poem Rosas. 
This is an exciting tale told in over a hundred 
stanzas, and it is safe to say that any one who 
reads the first six lines will read to the end 
without moving in his chair. Although this is the 
latest in publication of our poet's works, it sounds 
as if it were written years ago, before he had at- 
tained the mastery so evident in The Widow in 
the Bye Street. It will add little to the author's 
reputation. 

I do not think Mr. Masefield has received suffi- 
cient credit for his prose fiction. In 1905 he pub- 
lished A Mainsail Haul, which contained a num- 
ber of short stories and sketches, many of which 
had appeared in the Manchester Quardian. It is 
interesting to recall his connection with that 
famous journal. These are the results partly of 
his experiences, partly of his reading. It is plain 
that he has turned over hundreds of old volumes of 
buccaneer lore. And humour is as abundant here 
as it is absent from his best novels. Captain Mar- 
garet and Multitude and Solitude. These two 
books, recently republished in America, met with 
a chilling reception from the critics. For my 
part, I not only enjoyed reading them, I think 
every student of Mr. Masefield 's poetry might 
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iJtexn -with Tjrafitabi^ pieasnre. They are 
that anr^ i* Dee:, eonkl havi Tcrittoii. It 
unmld be -aesiBr tc- laiTL therr. inu^ verse thai: it 
'wnnld be to xnm iiiF ^rarBe-narraiives intc prose, 
snd JflK -PTonid be lost in ±ne transfer. It. HfvJti- 
tuAe mud Solitude , the anthaT ba^ ^ven bs more 
of iii£ TesnlXE ai' iiie owl thrnking- that; C8ti he 
f inmd in most of tne poems. TTuole pa^es are 
filifid -witb tbe pith c£ meditative tboiKrht. In 
Captam Mcrrparei, T^e iave a Teniarkable -com- 
l)iTigtirm of tiie iove of Tcansuce and the romance 
of lovE. 

In Teeponse to a qnefition asked bim by the 
Tribune interviBwer, bb to tbe jraidinp motive in 
Mb -writing, Mr. Masefield replied: **I desire t^ 
interpret life botb by reflecting it as it appears 
md by portraying its outcome, Oreat art mnst 
contain these two attribnt^es. Examine any of 
the dramas of Shakespeare, and roa will find that 
fheiT action is the result of a destroction of bal- 
ance in the beginning. It is like a <^ar<fnl of ap- 
ples whidi IB overturned All tbe ;^pple« at^ 
spilled in the street But you will noti<^ that 
Shakespeare piles them up again in hia inet>m- 
parable manner, many bruised, broken, and nia> h^ 
a few lost*' This is certainly an intereatitig way 
of putting the doctrine of anal^'Bis and ayntheaia 
as applied to art 

What has Mr. Masefield done then for the ad- 
vance of poetryT One of his notable aervlena !« 
to have made it so interesting that thousatitla look 
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forward to a new poem from him as readers look 
for a new story by a great novelist. He has 
helped to take away poetry from its conventional 
<< elevation" and bring it everywhere poignantly in 
oontact with throbbing life. Thns he is emphatio- 
ally apart from so-called traditional poets who 
brilliantly follow the Tennysonian tradition, and 
give ns another kind of enjoyment. But although 
Mr. Masefield is a twentieth century poet, it wonld 
be a mistake to suppose that he has originated the 
doctrine that the poet should speak in a natural 
voice about natural things, and not cultivate a 
'^diction." Browning spent his whole life fight- 
ing for that doctrine, and went to his grave cov- 
ered with honourable scars. Wordsworth success- 
fully rebelled against the conventional garments 
of llie Muse. Chaucer, Shakespeare, and Brown- 
ing are the poets who took human nature as they 
found it ; who thought life itself was more inter- 
esting than any theory about it; who made lan- 
guage appropriate to the time, the place, and the 
man, regardless of the opinion of those who 
thought the Muse ought to wear a uniform. The 
aim of our best twentieth century poets is not 
really to write something new and strange, it is to 
get back to those poets who lived up to their con- 
viction that the business of poetry is to chronicle 
the stages of all life. This is not the only kind of 
poetry, but it is the kind high in favour during 
these present years. The fountain-head of poetry 
is human nature, and our poets are trying to get 
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back to it, just as many of the so-called advances 
in religious thought are really attempts to get 
back to the Founder of Christianity, before the 
theologians built their stockade around Him. 
Mr. Masefield is a mighty force in the renewal of 
poetry; in the art of dramatic narrative he goes 
back to the sincerity and catholicity of Chaucer. 
For his language, he has carried Wordsworth ^s 
idea of ** naturalness^' to its extreme limits. For 
his material, he finds nothing common or unclean. 
But all his virility, candour, and sympathy, backed 
by all his astonishing range of experience, would 
liot have made him a poet, had he not possessed 
imagination, and the power to express his vision 
of lif e^ the power, as he puts it, of getting the ap- 
ples back into the cart. 



CHAPTEB IV 

0IB80N AKD HODQfiON 

Two NoraramberUuid poets— Wilfrid Wilion Oibton-4u8 
eariy f ailuies — ^his ttndies of low life— his eoUeeted poems— 4i]8 
short dramas of pastoral ezperienees— i>aay Br&ad^ABA of 
melody — ^ancaany imagination — ^whimsies— poems of the Great 
War — ^their eontrast to conventional sentimental ditties— the 
aeensation — ^his contribution to the advance of poetry. — Ralph 
Hodgson — ^his shyness — his slender ontpnt— ^lis f sstidioos self- 
criticism — his quiet facing of the known facts in nature and in 
hmnanity — his love of books — ^his hmnonr — ^his respect for 
wild and tame animals— the high percentage of artistic excel- 
lence in his work. — ^Lascelles Abercrombie. 

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson — ^a horrible mouthful — 
was bom in Hexham, Northumberland, in 1878. 
Like Walt Whitman's, his early poetry was ortho- 
dox, well groomed, and uninteresting. It pro- 
duced no effect on the public, but it produced upon 
its author a mental condition of acute discontent 
— ^the necessary conviction of sin preceding regen- 
eration. Whether he could ever succeed in bring- 
ing his verse down to earth, he did not then 
know ; but so far as he was concerned, he not only 
got down to earth, but got under it. He made 
subterranean expeditions with the miners, he fol- 
lowed his nose into slums, he talked long hours 
with the undassed, and listened sympathetically 
to the lamentations of sea-made widows. His 
nature — extraordinarily delicate and sensitive — 

98 
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received deep woondsy the scars of which appeared 
in his subsequent poetry.- Now he lives where 
John Masefield was bom, and like him, speaks for 
the inarticulate poor. 

In 1917 Mr. Gibson collected his poems in one 
thick volume of some five hundred and fifty pages. 
This is convenient for reference, but desperately 
hard to read, on account of the soggy weight of the 
book. Here we have, however, everything that 
he has thus far written which he thinks worth pre- 
serving. The first piece, Akra the Slave (1904), 
is a romantic monologue in free verse. Although 
rather short, it is much too long, and few persons 
will have the courage to read it through. It is 
incoherent, spineless, consistent only in dulness. 
Possibly it is worth keeping as a curiosity. Then 
comes Stone folds (1906), a series of bitter bucolics. 
This is pastoral poetry of a new and refreshing 
kind — ^as unlike to the conventional shepherd- 
shepherdess mincing, intolerable dialogue as could 
well be imagined. For, among all the groups of 
verse, in which, for sacred order's sake, we ar- 
range English literature, pastoral poetry easily 
takes first place in empty, tinkling artibBdality. 
In Stonefolds, we have six tiny plays, never con- 
taining more than four characters, and usually 
less, which represent, in a rasping style, the un- 
ending daily struggle of generation after genera- 
tion with the relentless forces of nature* It is sur- 
prising to see how, in four or five pages, the author 
gives a dear view of the monotonous life of sev- 
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enty years ; in this particular art, Strindberg him- 
self has done no better. The experience of age 
is contrasted with the hope of youth. Perhaps 
the most impressive of them all is The Bridal 
where, in the presence of the newly wedded pair, 
the man's old, bed-ridden mother speaks of the 
chronic misery of her married life, intimates that 
the son is just like his dead father, and that there- 
fore the bride has nothing ahead of her but trag- 
edy. Then comes the conclusion, which reminds 
one somewhat of the close of Ibsen's Lady from 
the Sea, The young husband throws wide the 
door, and addresses his wife as follows: 

The door is open; yon are free to go. 
Why do you tairy t Are you not afraid t 
QOf ere I hate you. I'll not hinder you. 
I would not have you bound to me by fear. 
Don't fear to leave me; rather fear to bide 
With me who am my father's very son. 
G0| lass, while yet I love you I 

EsTHEB {closing the door). I ahaU bide. 
I have heard all; and yet, I would not go. 
Nor would I have li single word unsaid. 
I loved you, husband; yet, I did not know you 
Until your mother spoke. I know you now; 
And I am not afraid. 

The first piece in Stonefolds represents the 
tragic helplessness of those newly bom and those 
very old, a favourite theme with Maeterlinck. A 
lamb and a child are born on the same night, and 
both die before dawn. The lamb is a poetic sym- 
bol of babyhood. Nicholas, the aged shepherd. 
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who longs to go out into the night and do his share 
of the work that must be done, bnt who is unable 
even to move, thus addresses the dying lamb : 

Poor, bleating beast I We two are mach alike, 
At either end of life, though scarce an hour 
TouVe been in this rough world, and I so long 
That death already has me by the heels; 
For neither of us can stir to help himself, 
But both must bleat for others' aid. This world 
Is rough and bitter to the newly bom. 
But far more bitter to the nearly dead. 

In Daily Bread (1908-09), there are eighteen 
brief plays, written not in orthodox blank verse, 
like Stonefolds, bnt in irregular, brittle, breathless 
metres. Here is where art takes the short cut 
to life, sacrificing every grace to gain reality ; the 
typical goal and method of twentieth-century 
poetry. So long as a vivid impression of char- 
acter and circumstance is produced, the writer ap- 
parently cares nothing about style. I say ** ap- 
parently,*' because the styleless style is perhaps 
the one best adapted to produce the sought-for 
effect. There is ever one difference between life 
and **arf — ^between drama and theatre — ^that Mr. 
Gibson has, I suppose, tried to cancel in these 
poems of daily bread. In art, the bigger the 
drama, the bigger the stage ; one could not mount 
Gdtterddmmerung in a village schoolhouse. But 
life does not fit the splendour of the setting to 
the grandeur of the struggle. In bleak farm cot- 
tages, in dull dwellings in city blocks, in slum tene- 
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mentfl, the greatest of life's tragedies and come- 
dies are enacted — ^love, hate, avarice, jealousy, 
revenge, birth, death — the most terrific passions 
known to human nature are fully presented, with- 
out the slightest care for appropriate scenery 
from the Master of the show. Thus our poet leads 
us by the hand into sea-girt huts, into hovels at 
the mouths of mines, into garrets of noisy cities, 
and makes us silent witnesses of elemental woe. 
Here Labour, man's greatest blessiog, takes on 
the aspect of the primal curse,^ since so many 
tragedies spring from the simple root of poverty. 
The love of money may be the root of all evil, but 
the lack of it is the cause of much pain. 

It was a happy inspiration that made Mr. Oib- 
son call these scenes Daily Bread; for it is the 
struggle, not for comfort, but for existence, that 
drives these men from mother, wife, and child 
into the thick of the fight. Many novels and plays 
are written nowadays against ^^big business," 
where, among other real and imagined evils, the 
Business itself is represented as the villain in the 
home, alienating the husband's affections from 
wife and children. Whatever may be the case 
with the private soldiers, the Captain of Industry 
does not, and by the nature of things cannot, con- 
fine his labours to an eight-hour day — ^when he 
finally comes home, he brings the business with 
him, forming a more well-founded cause of jeal- 
ousy than the one usually selected for conventional 
drama. Mr. Gibson, however, is not interested 
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Ah, God I 

Will no one stop that tapping. • • • 

I cannot sleep. . • • 

And I would sleep 

Till he comes home. . • • 

Tap • • • tap • • • tap • • • tap • • • 

These poems were, of course, composed before 
the war. In the greater tragedy, some of the 
lesser ones disappear. For example, Mr. Gib- 
son represents young, able-bodied, healthy and 
temperate men as miable to find work of any 
kind; their wives and children starve because 
of the absence of employment. Surely, since 
August, 1914, this particular cause of suffering 
has been removed. 

In Womenki/nd (1909), dedicated to Babbi and 
Mrs. Wise, we have a real play, not only dramatic 
in character and situation, but fitted for stage 
representation without the change of a word. 
The theme is just the opposite of Middleton's old 
drama, Women Beware Women. Here the two 
young women, one the mistress-mother, and one 
the bride, join forces against the man, and walk 
out of his house on the wedding-day. They feel 
that the tie between them is stronger than the 
tie which had united them severally to the man, 
and depart to live together. The play closes on a 
note of irony, for Jim, his blind father, and his 
weary mother repeat in turn — ^but with quite dif- 
ferent emphasis — ^the accusation that women are 
a faithless lot. 

The long series of poems caDed Fires (1910-11) 
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differ in matter and manner from the earlier 
works. The form of drama is abandoned^ and in 
its place we have vivid rimed narrative, mingled 
with glowing pictures of natural scenery, taken at 
all honrs of the day and night. Each of his poems 
must be taken as a whole, for each poem strives 
for 9 single effect. This effect is often gained by 
taking some object, animate or inanimate, as a 
symbol. Thus, in The Hare, the hunted animal 
is the symbol of woman. The Flute, The Light- 
house, and The Money mean more than their defi- 
nition. Mr. Gibson is somewhat kinder to his 
readers in this collection, for the monotony of 
woe, that hangs over his work like a doud, is 
rifted here and there by a ray of happiness. In 
The Shop, the little boy actually recovers from 
pneumonia, and our share in the father's delight 
is heightened by surprise, for whenever any of 
our poet's characters falls into a sickness, we have 
learned to expect the worst. Still, the darker side 
of life remains the author's chosen field of ex- 
ploration. Two pieces are so uncanny that one 
might almost think they proceeded from a dis- 
ordered imagination. The blind boy, who every 
day has rowed his father back and forth from 
the fishing-grounds, while the man steered, one 
day rows cheerfully toward home, unaware that 
his father is dead. The boy wonders at his fath- 
er's silence, and laughingly asserts that he has 
heard hun snoring. Then his mirth changes to 
fear, and fear to horror. 
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Though none hai ever known 

How he rowed in, alone, 

And never tonehed a reef. 

Some say they saw the dead man eteer— > 

The dead man iteer the blind man hom»-» 

Thonghy when they f onnd him dead, 

Hia hand waa eold aa lead* 

Another strange poem describes how a cripple 
sits in liis room, witii a mother eternally stitching 
for bread, and watches out of the window the 
giant crane swinging vast weights through the 
sky. One night, while he is half -dead with fear, 
the great crane swoops down upon him, clutches 
his bed, and swings him, bed and all, above the 
sleeping city, among the blazing stars. 

Following Mr. Oibson's development as a poet, 
year by year, we come to Thoroughfares 
(1908-14). These are short poems more conven- 
tional in form than their predecessors, but just as 
stark and grim as chronicles of life. Every one 
remembers the torture inflicted on women in the 
good-old-times, when they were strapped to posts 
on the flats at low tide, and allowed to watch the 
cruel slowness of approaching death. The same 
theme, with an even more terrible termination, is 
selected by Mr. Oibson in SoUvay Ford, where 
the carter is pinned by the heavy, overturned 
wagon on the sands; while the tide gradually 
brings the water toward his helpless body. He 
dies a thousand deaths in imagination, but is res- 
cued just as the waves are lapping the wheels. 
Now he lies in bed, an incurable idiot, smiling as 
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he sees gdcL am£ s^caifre fishes swimming iu \\\^ 
wmter o^ner Mat 3smi^ ... That nnst of all Ki\|t 
liah oD^zcft— ^v^5^ Brv»«i£hig chose for One Woi^ 
JfMV— js ecjicyed by Mr. Gibson in a compound 
of toig«dp£ratty auJed J»e Vindictit'e Stnunup. 
JJnSottasa^gfy tbt xhythm is so closely aasooiAti^d 
with Browuii^i^s Ift>Te-poem, that these linos noiuul 
like m parodjr: 



Ibipky, tbudai of speetrMi 
T«« wk» wmn the eheaiwt of ohMreiii 
Wilk the kent of innooence and only 
ToiB ketwBCB m ant for priest and porter, 
Mdl Mmifkj of tlie ample boaom»— 
of A aeore or so of ehildreii. 



It seems best to leave this measure in tho uuiUm- 
toibed possession of the poet who URod It n\i 
premely welL Yet some of the vorsoH In Thor^ 
aughfares are an advance on Mr. QibHon'n prctvl* 
ons work. No reader will ever forgot Wh^t^ii, 

Passing over Borderlands (1912 14) whloh, 
with the exception of Akra, is tho loast MUoooMMrul 
of Mr. Gibson's works, we come to his moit orltr 
inal contribution to modem pootry, tho nhort 
poems indnded under the heading liattlf^ 
(1914-15). These verses afford ono more bit of 
evidence that in order to write unconvontionnl 
thoughts, it is not necessary to use unconvuntional 
forms. The ideas expressed here can bo found 
in no other war-poet; they are idiosyncratic to 
the highest degree; yet the verse-forms in which 
they are written are stanzaic, as traditional as the 
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most conservative critic conld desire. There is, 
of course, no reason why any poet should not com- 
pose in new and strange rhythms if he prefers 
to do so ; but I have never believed that original- 
ity in thought necessarily demands metrical meas- 
ures other than those found in the history of Eng- 
lish literature. 

These lyrical poems are dramatic monologues. 
Each one is the testimony of some soldier in the 
thick of the fight as to what he has seen or heard, 
or as to what memories are strongest in his mind 
as he lies in the filth of the trenches. Conven- 
tional emotions of enthusiasm, glory, sacrifice, 
courage, are omitted, not because they do not exist, 
but simply because they are taken for granted; 
these boys are aflame with such feelings at the 
proper time. But Mr. Gibson is more interested 
in the strange, fantastic thoughts, waifs of mem- 
ory, that wander across the surface of the mind in 
the midst of scenes of horror. And we feel that 
the more fantastic these thoughts are, the more 
do they reflect the deep truths of experience. 
Home naturally looms large, and some of the recol- 
lections of home take on a grim humour, strangely 
in contrast with the present environment of the 
soldier. 

mS FATHER 

I quite forgot to put the spigot in. 

It's just come over me. . . . And it is queer 
To think he'll not care if we lose or win. 

And yet be jumping-mad about that beer. 
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I left it running full. He must have said 
A thing or two. Fd give my stripes to hear 

What he will say if Fm reported dead 
Before he gets me told about that beer I 

It would appear that the world has grown up, 
or at all events, grown much older, during the 
last forty years. It has grown older at a high 
rate of speed. The love of country is the same 
as ever, because that is a primal human passion, 
that will never change, any more than the love of 
the sexes; but the expression of battle-poems 
seems more mature, more sophisticated, if you 
like, in. this war than in any preceding conflict. 
Most of the verses written in England and in 
America are as different as may be from **Just 
before the battle, mother,*' which was so popular 
during our Civil War. Never before has the 
psychology of the soldier been so acutely studied 
by national poets. And instead of representing 
the soldier as a man swayed by a few elemental 
passions and lush sentiment, he is presented as 
an extraordinarily complex individual, with every 
part of his brain abnormally alert. Modem 
poetry, in this respect, has, I think, followed the 
lead of the realistic prose novel. Such books as 
Tolstoi's Sevastopol, and Zola's La Debacle, have 
had a powerful effect in making war poetry more 
analytical; while that original story. The Red 
Badge of Courage, written by an inspired young 
American, Stephen Crane, has left its mark on 
many a volume of verse that has been produced 
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since Angnst, 1914. The unabashed realism of 
the trenches, together with the psychology of the 
soldier, is dearly and significantly reflected in 
From the Front (1918), a book of poems writ- 
ten by men in service, edited by lieat C. E. An- 
drews. 

What is going to become of ns all if the ob- 
session of self -consciousness grows ever stronger t 

There is not a trace of cheap sentiment in Bat- 
tie. Even the poems that come nearest to the 
emotional surface are saved by some specific 
touch, like the sense of smell, which, as every one 
knows, is a sharper spur to the memory than any 
other sensation. 

Tonight they're sitting by the peat 

Talking of me, I know — 
Grandfather in the ingle-seat, 

Mother and Meg and Joe. 

I feel a sudden puff of heat 

That sets my earsoiglow, 
And smell the reek of burning peat 

Across the Belgian snow. 

Browning wrote of Shelley, who had been dead 
eleven years. 

The air seems bright with thy past presence yet. 

A similar effect of brightness in life and after- 
glow in death, seems to have been made on every 
one who knew him by Rupert Brooke. No young 
poet of the twentieth century has left such a flam- 
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ing glory as he. The prefatory poem to Mr. Gib- 
son 's Friends (1915-16), beautifully expresses the 
common feeling: 

He's gone. 

I do not tinderatand. 

I only know 

That as he turned to go 

And waved his hand 

In his young eyes a sudden glory shone: 

And I was dazded by a sunset glow. 

And he was gone. 

The fine sonnets that follow strengthen the strong 
colour, and are among the most authentic claims 
to poetry that their author has set forth. The 
second one, contrasting the pale glimmer of the 
London garret with the brilliant apparition of 
Brooke at the open door, ''like sudden April," is 
poignant in its beauty. The verses in this volume 
are richer in melody than is customary with Mr. 
Gibson, yet The Pessimist and The Ice-Cart show 
that he is as whimsical as ever. He has no end 
of fun with his fancy. 

Livelihood (1914-16) takes us back to the bitter 
pessimism of Stonefolds and Daily Bread; only 
instead of being dialogues, these stories are given 
in descriptive form, and for the most part in regu- 
lar pentameter rime. The best of them is In the 
Orchestra, where the poor fiddler in the band at 
the cheap music-hall plays mechanically every 
night for his daily bread, while his heart is /torn 
by the vulture of memory. This poem shows a 
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firm grasp of the material ; every word adds some- 
thing to the total impression. 

Mr. Gibson's constantly repeated pictures of 
the grinding, soul-crushing labour of the poor 
seem to say J 'accuse I Yet he nowhere says it 
explicitly. He never interrupts his narrative 
with ^'My Lords and Gentlemen/' nor does he 
comment, like Hood in The Song of the Shirt. 

Yet the effect of his work is an indictment. 
Only, whom does he accuse t Is it the govern- 
ment; is it society; is it Godt 

Mr. Gibson's latest book of poems, HUUT racks 
(1918), differs from his previous works in two 
respects. It is full of pictures of the open fields 
of Northumberland, the county where he was 
born; and nearly every piece is an attempt at a 
singing lyric, something seldom found in his Col- 
lected Poems. I say an * * attempt ' ' with delibera- 
tion, for song is not the most natural expression 
of this realistic writer, and not more than half of 
the fifty lyrics in this handsome volume are suc- 
cessfully melodious. Some are trivial, and hardly 
deserve such beauty of type and paper; others, 
however, will be gladly welcomed by all students 
of Mr. Gibson's work, because they exhibit the 
powers of the author in an unusual and charm- 
ing manner. I should think that those familiar 
with the topography and with the colloquialisms 
constantly appearing in this book, would read it 
with a veritable delight of reminiscence. 
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NOBTHUMBERLAND 

Heatheriaad aod bent-land — 
Blade land and wUtei 
God bring me to NorUmmberiand, 
Tbe land of my delight 

Land of ainging waten, 
And winds from off the aea, 
Ood bring me to Northnmberiandy 
The land where I would be. 

Heatheriand and bent-land. 
And Talleya rich with com, 
Ood bring me to Northnmbeiland, 
The land where I waa bom. 

The shadow of the war darkens nearly every 
page of this volame, and the last poem expresses 
not the local but the universal sentiment of as who 
remain in our homes. 

We who are left, how shall we look again 
Happily on the ann, or feel the rain, 
Without remembering how th^ who went 
Ungmdgingly, and spent 
Their all for nsi loved, too, the sun and rainf 

A bird among the rain-wet lilac sings- 
Bat we, how shall we torn to little things 
And listen to the birds and winds and streams 
Made holy by their dreams, 
Nor feel the heart-break in the heart of thingst 

An interesting feature of the Collected Poems 
is a striking unfinished portrait of the author by 
Mrs. Wise ; but I think it was an error to publish 
all these verses in one volume. They produce an 
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impression of grey monotony which is hardly fair 
to the poet The individuals change their names, 
but they pass through the same typical woe of 
childbirth, desertion, loveless old age, incipient 
insanity, with eternal joyless toil One will form 
a higher opinion if one reads the separate volumes 
as they appeared, and not too much at a time. 

His contribution to the advance of English 
poetry is seen mainly in his grim realism, in his 
direct, unadorned presentation of what he be- 
lieves to be the truth, whether it be the facts of 
environment, or the facts of thought. Conven- 
tional war-poetry, excellently represented by Ten- 
nyson's Charge of the Light Brigade, which itself 
harks back to Drayton's stirring Ballad of Aginr 
court, has not the slightest echo in these volumes ; 
and ordinary songs of labour are equally remote. 
Face to face with Life — ^that is where the poet 
leads us, and where he leaves us. He is far indeed 
from possessing the splendid lyrical gift of John 
Masefield; he has nothing of the literary quality 
of William Watson. He writes neither of roman- 
tic buccaneers nor of golden old books. But he 
is close to the grimy millions. He writes the short 
and simple annals of the poor. He is a poet of the 
people, and seems to have taken a vow that we 
shall not forget them. 

Balph Hodgson was bom somewhere in Nor- 
thumberland about forty years ago, and success- 
fully eluded the notice of the world until the year 
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1907. He 18 by nature sodi a rednae that I feel 
certain he would prefer to attract no attention 
whatever were it not for the fact that it is as 
necessary for a poet to print his songs as it is 
for a bird to sing than. His favonrite compan- 
ions are SheUey, Wordsworth^ and a boll terrier, 
and he is said to play billiards with ''grim earnest- 
ness.'' In 1907 he published a tiny Tolnme called 
The Last Blackbird, and in 1917 another and 
tinier one called Poems. Daring this decade he 
printed in a few paper booklets, whidi some day 
will be valuable cariosities, separate pieces such 
as Eve, The Bull, The Mystery. These are now 
permanently preserved in the 1917 book. This 
thin volume, weighing only two or three ounces, 
is a real addition to the English i)oetry of the 
twentietii century. 

It is impossible to read the verse of Ralph 
Hodgson without admiration for the clarity of 
his art and respect for the vigour of his mind. 
Although many of his works are as aloof from his 
own opinions as a well-executed statue, the 
strength of his personality is an immanent force. 
He writes much and publishes little ; he is an in- 
tellectual aristocrat. He has the fastidiousness 
which was the main characteristic of the tempera- 
ment of Thomas Gray ; and he has as well Oray 's 
hatred of publicity and much of Oray's lambent 
humour, more salty than satiric His work is de- 
cidedly caviare to the general, not because it is 
obscure, which it is not, but because it presupposes 
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mnoh background. Lovers of nature and lovere of 
books will love these verses, and reread them many 
times ; but they are not for all markets. No con- 
temporary poet is more tmly original than he; 
bat his originality is seen in his mental attitude 
rather than in newness of form or strangeness of 
language. The standard metres are good enough 
for him, and so are the words in common use. 
His subjects are the world-old subjects of poetry 
— ^biids, flowers, men and women. Religion is as 
conspicuously absent as it is in the works of Keats ; 
its place is taken by sympathy for humanity and 
an extraordinary sympathy for animals. He is 
as far from the religious passion of Francis 
Thompson as he is from the sociological inquisi- 
tiveness of Mr. Gibson. To him each bird, eadi 
flower appears as a form of worship. Men and 
women appeal to him not because they are poor or 
downtrodden, but simply because they are men 
and women. He is neither an optimist nor a pes* 
simist ; the world is full of objects both interesting 
and beautiful, which will pay a rich return to those 
who observe them accurately. This is as near as 
he has thus far come to any philosophy or any 
theology : 

THE MYSTERY 

He came and took me by the hand 

Up to a red roee tree, 
He kept His meaning to Himself 

Bat gave a roee to me. 
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I did not pray TTim to lay ban 

The mystery to me, 
Enough the rose was Heaven to smell, 

And His ovn face to see. 

It is the absolute object that interests this poet, 
rather than vague or futile specula'tion about it. 
The flower iu the crannied wall he would leave 
there. He would never pluck it out, root and &% 
wondering about the mystery of the life principle. 
No poet is more clean-eyed. His eyes are achro- 
matic He has lost his illusions gladly; every 
time he has lost an illusion he has gained a new 
idea. The world as it is seems to him more beau- 
tiful, more interesting than any false-coloured pic- 
tnre of it or any longing to remould it nearer to 
the heart's desire. He faces life with steady com- 
posure. But it is not the composure either of 
stoicism or of despair. He finds it so wonderful 
just as it is that he is thankful that he has eyes 
to see its beauty, ears to hear its melodies — 
enough for his present mortal state. 

APTEB 

*^oir tani yon when yon mortal werot 
What did yon aee on my peopled starf 

'K)b, well enough," I anawered her, 
*^t went tor me where moitala arel 

"1 nw bfaie flowers and the meriin's flight 

And the lime od the wintry tree. 
Blue dores I saw and smniner light 

On the wings of the euummon bee." 
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There is in all this a kind of reverent worship 
without any trace of mysticism. And still less of 
that modem attitude more popular and surely 
more fruitless than mysticism— defiance. 

There is a quite different side to the poetry of 
Mr. Hodgson, which one would hardly suspect 
after reading his outdoor verse. The lamplit 
silence of the library is as charming to him as 
the fragrant silence of the woods. He is as much 
of a recluse among books as he is among flowers. 
No poet of today seems more self-suflScient. Al- 
though a lover of humanity, he seems to require 
no companionship. He is no more lonely than a 
cat, and has as many resources as Tabby herself. 
Now when he talks about books, his poetry be- 
comes intimate, and forsakes all objectivity. 
His humour, a purely intellectual quality with him, 
rises unrestrainedly. 

MT BOOKS 

When the folks haye gone to bed, 

And the lamp is burning low, 
And the fire bums not so red 

As it bnmed an honr ago. 

Then I tnm about my chair 

So that I can dimly see 
Into the dark oomen where 

Lies my modest library. 

Volumes gay and yolumes grave, 

Many volumes have I got; 
Many volumes though I have. 

Many volumes have I not. 
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I have not the rare Lucasta, 

London, 1649; 
I'm a lean-pursed poetaster, 

Or the book had long been mine. • . . 

Near the 'Wit's Interpreter" 

(like bA antique Whitaker, 
Full of strange etcetera), 

^^Areopagitica," 

And the muse of Lycidas, 

Lost in meditation deep, 
Give the ent to Fudibras, 

Unaware the knave's asleep. • • • 

There lies Coleridge, bound in green, 

Sleepily still wond'ring what 
Be meant Kubla Khan to mean, 

In that early Wordsworth, Mat. 

Arnold knows a faithful prop, — 

Still to subject-matter leans, 
Murmtus of the loved hill-top, 

Fyfield tree and Cumnor scenes. 

The poem closes with a high tribute to Shelley, 
**inore than all the others mine.*' 
The following trifle is excellent fooling : 

THE GREAT AUK'S GHOST 

The Great Auk's ghost rose on one leg. 
Sighed thrice and three times winkt. 

And turned and poached a phantom egg, 
And muttered, *Tm extinct." 

But it is in the love of unextinct animals that 
Mr. Hodgson's poetic powers find their most ef- 
fective display. His masterpiece on the old un- 
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happy Bull is surprisingly impressive; surpris- 
ingly, because we almost resent being made to 
feel such ardent sympathy for the poor old Bull, 
when there are so many other and more impor- 
tant objects to be sorry for. Yet the poet draws 
us away for the moment from all the other trag- 
edies in €k>d's Tmiverse, and absolutely compels 
our pity for the BulL The stanzas in this i)oem 
swarm with life. 

From a certain point of view, poets are justi- 
fied in calling attention to the sufferings of our 
animal brothers. For it is the sufferings of ani- 
mals, even more than the sorrows of man, that 
check our faith either in the providence or in 
the love of Ood. Human suffering may possibly 
be balanced against the spiritual gain it (some- 
times) brings; and at all events, we know that 
there is no road to greatness of character except 
through pain. But what can compensate the 
dumb animals for their physical anguish t It is 
certainly difficult to see their reward, unless they 
have immortal souls. That this is no slight ob- 
stacle in the way of those who earnestly desire to 
believe in an ethical universe, may be seen from 
the fact that it was the sight of a snake swallowing 
a toad that destroyed once for all the religious 
beliefs of Turgenev ; and I know a man of science 
ih America who became an agnostic simply from 
observation of a particular Texas fly that bites 
the cattle. The Founder of Christianity recog- 
nized this problem, as He did every other painful 
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fact in life, when He made the remark about the 
sparrow. 

Yet even the pessimists ought not to be quite so 
sure that God is morally inferior to man. Even 
their God may be no more amused by human 
anguish then men are amused by the grotesque 
floppings of a dying fish. 

The villains in the world are those who have 
no respect for the personality of birds and beasts. 
And their cruelty to animals is not deliberate or 
vindictive — ^it arises from crass stupidity. 

STUPIDITY STREET 

I saw with open eyes 

Singing birds sweet 
Sold in the shops 

For the people to eat, 
Sold in the shops of 

Stupidity Street. 

I saw in vision 

The worm in the wheat. 
And in the shops nothing 

For people to eat; 
Nothing for sale in 

Stupidity Street. 

The poet's attitude toward the lion in the jun- 
gle, the bull in the field, the cat in the yard, the bird 
on the tree is not one of affectionate petting, for 
love and sympathy are often mingled — consciously 
or unconsciously — ^with condescension. There is 
no trace of condescension in the way Mr. Hodg- 
son writes of animals. He treats them with re- 
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spect, and not only hates to see them hart, he 
hates to see their dignity outraged. 

THE BELLS OF HEAVEN 

'Twould ring the bells of Heayen 
The wildest peal for years, 
If Parson lost his senses 
And people came to theirs, 
And be and they together 
Knelt down with angry prayers 
For tamed and shabby tigers 
And dancing dogs and bears. 
And wretched, blind pit ponies. 
And little hunted hares. 

I confess that I have often felt a sense of shame 
for humanity when I have observed men and 
women staring through the bars at the splendid 
African cats in cages, and have also observed that 
their foolish stare is returned by the lion or tiger 
with a dull look of infinite boredom. Nor is it 
pleasant to see small boys pushing sticks through 
the safe bars, in foi endeavour to irritate the royal 
captives. One remembers Browning's superb lion 
in The Glove, whom the knight was able to ap- 
proach in safety, because the regal beast was com- 
pletely lost in thought — ^he was homesick for the 
desert, oblivious of the little man-king and his 
duodecimo court. 

Although the total production of Ralph Hodg- 
son is slight in quantity, the percentage of excel- 
lence is remarkably high. The reason for this is 
clear. Instead of printing everything he writes, 
and leaving the employment of the cream-sepa- 
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rator to his readers, he gives to the public only 
what has passed his own severe scrutiny. He is 
a true poet, with an original mind. 

As for the work of Lascelles Abercrombie, which 
has been much praised in certain circles^ I should 
prefer to leave the criticism of that to those who 
enjoy reading it If I should attempt to ^^do 
justice" to his poetry, I should seem to his friends 
to be doing just the opposite — ^the opposite of just. 



CHAPTER V 

BBOOKSi nJBCKSBy DS UL HABE, AND 0THSB8 

Rapeii Brooke— a penonality^-tbe ipirit of youth— his hoi^ 
xor at old age— H«iry Jamet'i tribute— his education—* 
genioa— Us poems of death-rhis affected cyniciimr-^iis nature 
poona— nar sonnets — his supreme sacriflce — his charming 
humour— his masterpiece, Gnmldbesler.— James Elroy Flecker 
— the editorial woric of Mr. Squire — no posthumous pufferjr — 
the ease of Crashaw— lif e of Flecker— his fondness for re- 
visionr— his friendship with Rupert Brooke — his skill as a 
translatOT^"4iis austerity — art for art's sake— his '^bric^htness" 
— knre of Oreek mythology — steady mental devdopmoit — ^his 
deflnition of the aim of poetry. — ^Walter De La Mare— the 
poet of shadow-— Hawthome^s talee — his persistence— his re- 
flective mood — ^his descriptive style— his Shakespeare charac- 
ters—his sketches from life. — ^D. H. Lawrence — his lack of 

subjectivity — absence of reserve — a master of 
glaring excesses. — John Drinkwater — the west of 
England— his healthy spirit.— W. H. Davies— the tramp poet 
— ^Edward Thomas — his death — originality of his work. — ^Rob- 
ert Nichols— Willougfal^ Weaving. — ^The young Oxford poets. 

Bupert Brooke left the world in a chariot of fire. 
He was something more than either a man or a 
poet; he was and is a Personality. It was as a 
Personality that he dazzled his friends. He was 
overflowing with tremendous, contagious vitality. 
He was the incarnation of the spirit of youth, 
wearing the glamour and glory of youth like a 
shining garment. Despite our loss, it almost 
seems fitting that he did not live to that old age 
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which he never understood, for which he had audi 
little sympathy, and which he seems to have hated 
more than death. For he had the splendid in- 
solence of youth. Youth commonly feels high- 
spirited in an unconscious, instinctive fashion, like 
a kitten or a puppy; but Rupert Brooke was as 
self-consciously young as a decrepit pensioner is 
self-consciously old. He rejoiced in the strength 
of his youth, and rolled it as a sweet morsel un- 
der his tongue. He was so glad to be young, and 
to know every morning on rising from sleep that 
he was still young ! His passionate love of beauty 
made him see in old age only ugliness; he could 
not foresee the joys of the mellow years. All he 
saw consisted of grey hairs, wrinkles, double 
chins, paunches. To him all old people were 
Struldbrugs. We smile at the insolence of youth, 
because we know it will pass with the beauty and 
strength that support it. Ogniben says, ''Youth, 
with its beauty and grace, would seem bestowed 
on us for some such reason as to make us partly 
endurable till we have time for really becoming 
so of ourselves, without their aid ; when they leave 
us . • . . little by little, he sees fit to forego claim 
after claim on the world, puts up with a less and 
less share of its good as his proper portion; and 
when the octogenarian asks barely a sup of gruel 
and a fire of dry sticks, and thanks you as for his 
full allowance and right in the common good of 
life, — ^hoping nobody may murder him, — ^he who 
began by asking and expecting the whole of us 
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to bow down in worship to him, — ^why, I say he is 
advanced/' 

Henry James — ^whose affectionate tribute in the 
preface to Brooke's Letters is impressive testi- 
mony — saw in the brilliant youth, besides the ac- 
cident of genius, a perfect illustration of the high- 
est type of Englishman, bred in the best English 
way, in the best traditions of Elnglish scholarship, 
and adorned with the good sense, fine temper, and 
healthy humour of the ideal Anglo-Saxon. He in- 
deed enjoyed every possible advantage ; like Mil- 
ton and Browning, had he been intended for a 
poet from the cradle, his bringing-up could not 
have been better adapted to the purpose. He was 
bom at Rugby, on the third of August, 1887, where 
his father was one of the masters in the famous 
schooL He won a poetry prize there in 1905. 
The next year he entered King's College, Cam- 
bridge; his influence as an undergraduate was 
notable. He took honours in classics, went abroad 
to study in Munich, and returned to Grantchester, 
which he was later to celebrate in his best poem. 
He had travelled somewhat extensively on the 
Continent, and in 1913 went on a journey through 
the United States and Canada to the South Seas. 
I am glad he saw the Hawaiian Islands, for no one 
should die before beholding that paradise. At 
the outbreak of war, he enlisted, went to Antwerp, 
and later embarked on the expedition to the 
Dardanelles. He was bitten by a fly, and died of 
bloodpoisoning on a French hospital ship, the day 
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being Shakespeare's, the twenty-third of April, 
1915. He was buried on a Greek island. 

Bnpert Brooke lived to be nearly twenty-eight 
years old, a short life to show ability in most of 
the ways of the world, but long enough to test the 
quality of a poet, not merely in promise, but in 
performance. There is no doubt that he had the 
indefinable but unmistakable touch of genius. 
Only a portion of his slender production is of 
high rank, but it is enough to preserve his name. 
His Letters, which have been underestimatedi 
prove that he had mental as well as poetical pow- 
ers. Had he lived to middle age, it seems certain 
that his poetry would have been tightly packed 
with thought. He had an alert and inquisitive 
mind. 

Many have seemed to think that the frequent 
allusions to death in his poetry are vaguely proph- 
etic. They are, of course — ^with the exception of 
the war-poems — ^nothing of the kind, being merely 
symptomatic of youth. They form the most con- 
ventional side of his work. His cynicism toward 
the love of the sexes was a youthful affectation, 
strengthened by his reading. He was deeply read 
in the seventeenth-century poets, who delighted in 
imagining themselves passing from one woman 
to another — swearing **by love's sweetest part, 
variety." At all events, these poems, of which 
there are comparatively many, exhibit his least 
attractive side. The poem adckessed to The One 
Before the Last, ends 
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Oh I Utter thoughts I had in plenty , 

Bot here's the wont of it — 
I shsU f oigeti in Nineteen-twenty, 

Yon ever hut a biti 

He was perhaps, too young to understand two 
great truths — ^that real love can exist in the midst 
of wild passion, and that the best part of it can 
and often does survive the early flames. Such 
poems as Menelaus and Helen, Jealousy, and oth- 
ers, profess a profound knowledge of life that is 
reidly a profound ignorance. 

His pictures of nature, while often beautiful, 
lack the penetrative quality seen so constantly in 
Wordsworth and Browning; these greater poets 
saw nature not only with their eyes, but with their 
minds. Their representations glow with enduring 
beauty, but they leave in the spectator something 
even greater than beauty, something that is food 
for reflection and imagination, the source of quick- 
coming fancies. Compare the picture of the pines 
in Brooke's poem Pine-Trees and the Sky: Eve- 
ning, with Browning's treatment of an identical 
theme in Paracelsus, remembering that Brown- 
ing's lines were written when he was twenty-two 
years old. Brooke writes. 

Then from the sad west turning wearily, 
I saw the pines against the white north sky, 

Very beautiful, and still, and bending over 
Their sharp black heads against a quiet sky. 

Browning writes. 
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The herded pines oommimey and have deep thonghtsi 
A secret they assemble to discnss. 
When the sun drops behind their trunks which glare 
like grates of helL 

Both in painting and in imagination the second 
passage is instantly seen to be superior. 

The war sonnets of 1914 receive so much addi- 
tional poignancy by the death of the author that it 
is difficult, and perhaps undesirable, to judge them 
as objective works of art. They are essentially 
noble and sincere, speaking from the depths of 
high-hearted self-sacrifice. He poured out his 
young life freely and generously, knowing what 
it meant to say good-bye to his fancy. There is 
always something eternally sublime— something 
that we rightly call divine — ^in the spendthrift giv- 
ing of one's life-blood for a great cause. And 
Rupert Brooke was intensely aware of the value 
of what he unhesitatingly gave. 

The two ''fish" poems exhibit a playful, charm- 
ing side to Brooke's imagination; but if I could 
have only one of his pieces, I should assuredly 
choose Orantchester. Nostalgia is the mother of 
much fine poetry; but seldom has the expression 
of it been mingled more exquisitely with humour 
and longing. By the rivers of Babylon he sat 
down and laughed when he remembered Zion. 
And his laughter at Babylon is so different from 
his laughter at Grantchester. A few felicitous 
adjectives sum up the significant difference be- 
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tween Germany and England Writing in a Ber- 
lin caf e, he says : 

Here tulips bloom as tbey srs told; 

Unkempt about tbose hedges blows 

An English unoffleial rose; 

And there the unregulated sun 

Slopes down to rest when day is donsi 

And wakes a vsgne unpunetnal stsr, 

A slippered Hesper; and there are 

Meads toward Hasllngfleld and Coton 

Where daa Beiretei^B not terbot^n. • • • 

Ohy is the water sweet and eool, 

Gkntle and browui abore the poolt 

And laughs the immortal river still 

Under the mill, under the millf 

Say, is there Beauty yet to flndf 

And Certainty! and Quiet kindt 

Deep meadows yet, for to forget 

The lies, and truthsi and paint • • • ohi yet 

Stands the Church dock at ten to three f 

And is there hon^ still for teaf 

When Hamlet died, he bequeathed his repnta* 
tion to Horatio, the official custodian of his good 
name. He could not have made a better choice. 
Would that all poets who die young were equally 
fortunate in their posthumous editors I For there 
are some friends who conceive it to be their duty 
to print every scrap of written paper the bard 
left behind him, even if they have to act as scaven- 
gers to find the '^ remains ''; and there are others 
who think affection and admiration for the dead 
are best shown by adopting the methods and the 
language of the press-agent. To my mind« the pi- 
ous memoir of Tennyson is injured by the inclu- 
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sion of a long list of "leg:i=i:^"-ils" "viJitit assan 
us that Alfred Xeimjscs vae a rffnarsaru-e pc>e{. 
Mr. J. C Sqoire, nnder wi-ase a'Ssplees ti* vorta 
of Flecker appear in ooe hacdacnse roiszx^ is an 
admirable editor. His introdoctioQ is a model of 
its kind, giving the neeessaiy biographical in- 
formation, explaining the cfaronologr, the origin, 
the background of the poems, and showing how 
the poet revised his earlier work ; the last para- 
graph oogfat to serre as an example to those who 
may be entrusted with a task of similar delicacy 
ia the fntnre, *'My only object in writing this 
necessarily rather disjointed Introduction is to 
give some information that may interest the 
reader and be osefnl to the critic; and if a few 
personal opinions have slipped in they may con- 
veniently be ignored. A vehement 'pnff prelim- 
inary* is an insolence in a volume of this kind; 
it might pardonably be snpposed to imply either 
doubts about the author or distrust of his read- 
ers." 

As a contrast to the above, it is interesting to 
reoall the preface that an anonymous friend con- 
tributed to a volnme of Crashaw's verse in the 
seventeenth century, which, in bis own words, "I 
have impartially writ of this Learned young 
Gent" Fearing that readers might not appre- 
ciate his poetry at its true value, tho frifnd writes, 
"It were prophane but to mention here in the 
Preface those under-headed Poets, Retainers to 
seven shares and a halfe; Madri<^aLl fcllowea. 
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whose onely business in verse, is to rime a poore 
six-penny soule a Suburb sinner into hell; — May 
such arrogant pretenders to Poetry vanish, with 
their prodigious issue of tumorous heats, and 
flashes of their adulterate braines, and for ever 
after, may this our Poet fill up the better roome 
of man. Oh I when the generall arraignment of 
Poets shall be, to give an accompt of their higher 
soules, with what a triumphant brow shall our 
divine Poet sit above, and looke downe upon poore 
Homer, Virgil, Horace, Claudian; &o. who had 
amongst them the ill lucke to talke out a great part 
of their gallant Genius, upon Bees, Dung, froggs, 
and Gnats, &c. and not as himself here, upon Scrip- 
tures, divine Graces, Martyrs and Angels/' Our 
prefatory friend set a pace that it is hopeless for 
modem champions to follow, and they might as 
well abandon the attempt. 

James Elroy Flecker, the eldest child of the 
Bev. Dr. Flecker, who is Head Master of an Eng- 
lish school, was bom on the fifth of November, 
1884, in London. He spent five years at Trinity 
College, Oxford, and later studied Oriental lan- 
guages at Caius College, Cambridge. He went to 
Constantinople in 1910. In that same year signs 
of tuberculosis appeared, but after some months 
at an English sanatorium, he seemed to be abso- 
lutely well. In 1911 he was in Constantinople, 
Smyrna, and finally in Athens, where he was mar- 
ried to Miss Skiadaressi, a Greek. In March the 
dreaded illness returned, and the rest of his short 
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life was spent in the vain endeavour to recover his 
health. He died in Switzerland, on the third of 
January, 1915, at the age of thirty. **I cannot 
help rememhering, " says Mr. Squire, ^^that I first 
heard the news over the telephone, and that the 
voice which spoke was Bupert Brooke's." 

He had published four books of verse and four 
books of prose, leaving many poems, essays, short 
stories, and two plays, in manuscript. All his 
best poetry is now included in the Collected Poems 
(1916). 

Flecker had the Tennysonian habit of continu- 
ally revising ; and in this volume we are permitted 
to see some of the interesting results of the pro- 
cess. I must say, however, that of the two ver- 
sions of Tenehris Interlucentem, although the sec- 
ond is called a ''drastic improvement," I prefer 
the earlier. Any poet might be proud of either. 

Flecker liked the work of Mr. Yeats, of Mr. 
Housman, of Mr. De La Mare ; and Bupert Brooke 
was an intimate friend, for the two young men 
were together at Cambridge. He wrote a sonnet 
on Francis Thompson, though he was never af- 
fected by Thompson's literary manner. Indeed, 
he is singularly free from the influence of any of 
the modem poets. His ideas and his style are 
his own ; he thought deeply on the art of writing, 
and was given to eager and passionate discussion 
of it with those who had his confidence. His 
originality is the more remarkable when we re- 
member Ids fondness for translating verse from a 
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variety of foreign languages, ancient and modern. 
He was an excellent translator. His skill in this 
art can only be inferred where we know nothing 
at first hand of the originals ; but his version of 
Qoethe's inunortal lyric is proof of his powers. 
The only blemish — an unavoidable one — ^is **iar'' 
and ^^ father '' in the last two lines. 

Knowest thou the land where bloom the lemon trees f 

And darkly gleam the golden orangesf 

A gentle wind blows down from that blue sky; 

Calm stands the myrtle and the laurel high. 

Knowest thou the landf So far and fair! 

ThoU| whom I love, and I will wander there. 

Knowest thou the house with all its rooms aglow, 
And shining hall and columned portico T 
The marble statues stand and look at me. 
Alas, poor child, what have they done to theef 
Knowest thou the landT So far and fair. 
My Guardian, thou and I will wander there. 

Knowest thou the mountain with its bridge of cloud T 
The mule plods warily: the white mists crowd. 
Coiled in their caves the brood of dragons sleep; 
The torrent hurls the rock from steep to steep. 
Knowest thou the landT So far and fair. 
Father, awayl Our road is over there! 

Fletcher was more French than English in his 
dislike of romanticism^ sentimentalism, intimate, 
and confessional poetry; and of course he was 
strenuously opposed to contemporary standards 
in so far as they put correct psychology above 
beauty. Much contemporary verse reads and 
sounds like undisciplined thinking out loud, where 



JAMES ELBOY FLECKER 135 

each poet feels it imperatiye to tell the reader in 
detail not only all his adventnreSi and passions, 
but even the most minute whimsies and oaprices. 
When the result of this bosom-oleansing is real 
poetry, it justifies itself ; but the method is the ox- 
act opposite of Flecker 's. His master was Keats, 
and in his own words, he wrote ^^with the single 
intention of creating beauty. " Austerity and ob- 
jectivity were his ideals. 

Strangely enough, he was able to state in a 
new and more convincing way the doctrine of art 
for art's sake. ** However few poets have written 
with a clear theory of art for art's sake, it is by 
that theory alone that their work has been, or can 
be, judged; — and rightly so if we remember that 
art embraces all life and all humanity, and sees 
in the temporary and fleeting doctrines of con- 
servative or revolutionary only the human gran- 
deur or passion that inspires them/' 

Perhaps the best noun that describes Flecker 's 
verse is brightness. He had a consumptive 's long- 
ing for sunshine, and his sojourns on the Mediter- 
ranean shores illuminate his pages. The follow- 
ing poem is decidedly characteristic : 

IN PHiBACIA 

Had I that haxe of streaming blue, 
< That aea below, the nunmer f aeed, 

I'd work and weave a dreaa for you 

And kneel to clasp it round your waist, 
And broider with those burning bright 

Threads of the Sun across the sea. 
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Aad hind ttwilh IIm ahv Ugkt 
ThMi vftYM ia IIm oikw tna. 



Had I IIm gold thai lib a ihw 

Pool UoMfh our gaidoi, •▼• tiy €fVi^ 
Our gndm thai goas on for orar 

Out of tha iporld, aa wa bdiata; 
Had I that glory on tha Tina 

That apkndour aoft on towar and town, 
Fd fofga a aivwn of that auaahina. 

And facaak bafma joor ftat tha eiowa. 

Thioo^ tha giaal pinavood I haia ham 

An hoar b^ora tha hiatre diaai 
Nor hava anah foiaat aohwua aacn 

Aa thoaa that gluiimer in yonr ayaa. 
Ah, miaty woodland, down whoaa daap 

And twilight patha I lova to atioU 
To maadowa qniatar than alaap 

And pook mora aaant than tha aooll 

Conld I hot akaal that awftd flnona 

Ablaaa with drwimi and aonga and atata 
Where aita Night, a man of alona^ 

On tha froaan mountain apaia 
Fd eaat him down, f or ha ia old, 

And aat my Lady thare to nda. 
Gowned with Bilver, erowned with gold, 

And in her ^ea the f oreat pooL 

It seems to me improbable that Fledker will be 
forgotten; he was a real poet. But a remark 
made of Temiyson is still imore applieable to 
Flecker. ''He was an artist before he was a 
poet.'' Even as a small boy, he had astonish- 
ing f adlity, but naturally wrote little worth pre- 
senraL The Collected Poems show an extraordi- 
nary command of his instrument. He had the 
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orthodox virtues of the orthodox poet — rime and 
rhythm, cimniiig in words, skill in nature-painting, 
imagination. The richness of his colouring and 
the loveliness of his melodies make his verses a 
delight to the senses. His mind was plentifully 
stored with classical authors, and he saw nature 
alive with old gods and fairies. In one of his 
most charming poems. Oak and Olive, he declares, 

When I go down the Oloueester lanes 
My friends are deaf and blind: 

Fast as they turn their foolish eyes 
The Mflsnads leap behind. 

And when I hear the fire-winged feet, 
They only hear the wind. 

• 

Have I not chased the fluting Pan, 
Through Granham's sober trees T 

Have I not sat on Painswick Hill 
With a nymph upon my knees, 

And she as rosy as the dawn, 
And naked as the breeseT 

His poetry is composed of sensations rather 
than thoughts. What it lacks is intellectual con- 
tent. A richly packed memory is not the same 
thing as original thinking, even when the memo- 
ries are glorified by the artist 's own imagination. 
Yet the death of this young man was a cruel loss 
to English literature, for his mental development 
would eventually have kept pace with his gift of 
song. His cheerful Paganism would, I think, have 
given place to something deeper and more fruit- 
ful. Before he went to Constantinople, he had, 
as it is a fashion for some modern Occidentals to 
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have, a. great admiration for MohammedanisiiL 
A friend reports a rather naive remark of his^ 
<<hi8 interoourse with Mohammedans had led him 
to find more good in Christianity than he had 
previously suspected." I have sometimes won- 
dered whether a prolonged residence among Mo- 
hammedans might not temper the enthusiasm of 
those who so loudly insist on the superiority of 
that faith to Christianity. Mr. Santayana speaks 
somewhere of **the unconquerable mind of the 
East ' ' Weill my guess is that this unconquerable 
mind will some day be conquered by the Man of 
Nazareth, just as I think He will eventually — 
some centuries ahead— <K>nquer even us. 

Flecker died so soon after the opening of the 
Great War that it is vain to surmise what the 
effect of that struggle would have been upon his 
souL That it would have shaken him to the 
depths — ^and perhaps given him the spiritual ex- 
perience necessary for his further advance — seems 
not improbable. One of his letters on the subject 
contains the significant remark, *^What a race of 
deep-eyed and thoughtful men we shall have in 
Europe — ^now that all those millions have been 
baptized in fire!" 

The last stanza of his poem A Sacred Dialogue 
reads as follows: 

Then the hlack caxmons of the Lord 

Shall wake cnisading ghosts 
And the Milky Way shall swing like, a sword 

When Jerusalem Tomits its horde 
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The CliiidMM Dmy mi Ukm Bseml 



He api^ended a footnote in Dee^sibeT^ I9li^ mi^ixk 
he was dying: ^^On^naJiy wntUtt tor C)imt^ 
mas, 1912, and referring to the Unt Balkaa Wi^, 
this poem eantains in the lastt tp^^h of Clxmt 
words that ring like a propheej of er^&tik that maj 
oocor very soon.'' As I am copyinif hl^ N^te, 
December, 1917, fhe FngJiA army U ent^rmg 
JerosalenL 

Fledur was esscntiaQy noble-minded ; and with- 
ont any trace, of coneeit, felt the re^p^^tk^lhiiity of 
his talents. There is not an nnworthy pAg^ in 
the Collected Poetms. In a memorable paiua^^ 
he stated the goal of poetry. ^^ It isl ncA the p^ni^t 'i 
hnsiness to sare man's sool, bat to make It W6fth 
saving/' 

Walter Be La Mare^ a el^se penot^ frletid of 
Biq>ert Brocdce, came of Ha^afnenrit, Erx^LLih afui 
Scotch ancestry, and was br>m at Charltijo, Ejecit, 
on the tw«ity-ftfth of April, IhlZ. He wm eda- 
cated at Bt Paul's Cathedral CV>ir Sau}«.L Al- 
though known today esclimvely as a po^t, he has 
writtcai waadk miaetlbiikf:fAiM pro«e — crLtii!&l arti- 
cles for periodicals, short stories^ and a few play^ 
His Ibst poetry-book, S<ymgs of Childhood, ap- 
peared m Vd02; in V^/i, Poems; in 191U, The Be- 
twm, iriuch won the EdznoiA de Polignac prize; 
The LUlemers, whidi gave him a wide reputation, 
appearted in 1912; Pedicock Pie, in 1917, and l/o^ 
ley amd Other Poems in 1918. When, in Novem* 
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ber, 1916, the Howland Memorial Prize at Yale 
University was formally awarded to the work of 
Bupert Brooke, it was officially received in New 
Haven by Walter pe La Mare, who came from 
England for the purpose. 

If Flecker 's poems were written in a glare of 
light, Mr. De La Mare's shy Muse seems to live 
in shadow. It is not at all the shadow of grief, 
still less of bitterness, but rather the cool, grate- 
ful shade of retirement. I can find no words any- 
where that so perfectly express to my mind the 
atmosphere of these poems as the language used 
by Hawthorne to explain the lack of excitement 
that readers would be sure to notice in his tales. 
^^They have the pale tint of flowers that blossom 
in too retired a shade, — ^the coolness of a medita- 
tive habit, which diffuses itself through the feel- 
ing and observation of every sketch. Instead of 
passion there is sentiment; and, even in what 
purport to be pictures of actual life, we have al- 
legory, not always so warmly dressed in its habili- 
ments of flesh and blood as to be taken into the 
reader's mind without a shiver. Whether from 
lack of power, or an uncontrollable reserve, the 
author's touches have often an effect of tame- 
ness. . • . The book, if you would see anything 
in it, requires to be read in the clear, brown, twi- 
light atmosphere in which it was written; if 
opened in the sunshine, it is apt to look exceed- 
ingly like a volume of blank pages." 

Hawthorne is naturally not popular today with 
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jmetry; tto notee of paBBion, a^ wr nrr ncH>iif^ 
lomefi tt' bear tbem, Beidom Boimd ivnrw hiK luTr ; 
HOT fio 'Wt hear ihe agronizing orief nf {}oi])it, r^- 
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morse, or despair. There is nothing turbulent 
and nothing truculent; he has made no contribu- 
tion to the literature of revolt Yet many of his 
poems make an irresistible appeal to our more 
reflective moods ; and once or twice, his fancy, al- 
ways winsome and wistful, rises to a height of 
pure imagination, as in The Li^tenera— which I 
find myself returning to muse over again and 
again. 

His studies of humanity— both from observar 
tion and from books — ^are descriptive rather than 
dramatic. I do not know a contemporary poet 
whose published works contain so few quotation 
marks. The dramatic monologue, which Emer- 
son back in the 'forties prophesied would be the 
highest class of poetry in tiie immediate future 
(which prophecy was fulfilled), does not interest 
Mr. De La Mare ; maybe he feels that it has been 
done so well that he prefers to let it alone. His 
remarkable thirteen poems dealing with Shake- 
spearean characters — ^where he attempts with con- 
siderable success to pluck out the heart of the 
mystery— are all descriptive. Perhaps the most 
original and beautiful of these is 

MERCUTIO 

Along an avenue of almond-trees 

Came three girls ebattering of their sweethearts three. 

And lol Merentio, with Byxonie ease, 

Ont of his philoaophie eye east all 

A mere ilowVd twig of thought, whereat. • . . 

Three hearts fell stiU as when an air dies ont 

And Yenns falters lonely o'er the sea. 
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iSBC msn mtnm xk lunjici imsi oi iMoaBi 

fiifi Bt€p mid farm wtre hid, toe smooth] cstiiid .Aan 

Said, ^Ia, and wbmt eyes be batdV* mad Ise^ mBtd, 

'^ow aad a gBntkmanr' and Katfaanne, 

^ • wun d ei ' ^ now^ wlad; mia^ief ite was al/' 

And tfa a ai time alao April hid awaj, 

Loaviiie^ the tpiin^ famt with Mcreiztio. 

There are immeiiBe tracte of Shakespeare wliich 
Walter De La Mare never eouid even have re- 
motely imitated ; but I know of no poet todaj who 
eonld approach the wonderful Queen Mab speech 
more BueeeBafuIly than he. 

The same method of interpretative description 
that he employs in dealing with Bhakespearean 
characters he uses repeatedly in making portraits 
from life. One of the most vivid and delightful 
of these is 

OLD 8U6AK 

TTfafln Bnaan^E wox^ was dune sbe^d aity 
With one fat guttering eandlf lit, 
And window opened wide to win 
The aweet night air to enter in; 
libape, with a Hinmb to keep her phiee 
BheM ready with stem and wrinkled faae, 
Her mild eym gliding very slow 
AcroaB the kttesB to and fro, 
White w agge d the guttering candle flame 
In the wind thai throng the window 
And sometimeB in the ailenee 8)ie 
Would mnmble a aentenoe audibly. 
Or diake her head aa if to say, 
*Ton Billy aouk, to act this way!'* 
And ne^^er a aotrnd from night I'd hear, 
Unlev some far-off eook crowed clear; 
Or iwr old ahufSing thumb should turn 
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Another page; and rapt and stem, 

Through her great glasses bent on me 

S^e'd glance into reality; 

And shake her round old silvery head. 

With— "You!— I thought you was in bed!''— 

Only to tilt her book again, 

And rooted in Romance remain. 

I am afraid that Bupert Brooke could not have 
written a poem like Old Susan; he would have 
made her ridiculous and contemptible; he would 
have accentuated physical defects so that she 
would have been a repugnant, even an offensive, 
figure. But Mr. De La Mare has the power — 
possessed in the supreme degree by J. M. Barrie 
— of taking just such a person as Old Susan, living 
in a world of romance, and making us smile with 
no trace of contempt and with no descent to pity. 
One who can do this loves his fellow-men. 

Poems like Old Susan prepare us for one of the 
most happy exhibitions of Mr. De La Mare 's tal- 
ent — his verses written for and about children. 
Every household ought to have that delightful 
quarto, delightfully and abundantly illustrated, 
caUed Peacock Pie: A Book of Rhymes. With 
Illustrations by W. Heath Robinson. There is a 
picture for each poem, and the combination de- 
mands and will obtain an unconditional surrender. 

If the poetry of James Flecker and Walter De 
La Mare live after them, it will not be because 
of sensational qualities, in matter or in manner. 
Fancy is bred either in the heart or in the head 
— and the best poetry should touch either one or 
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he is more successful at description than at drama. 
I imagine Miss Harriet Monroe may think so too ; 
it seems to me she has done well in selecting his 
verses, to give three out of the five from his 
colour-pieces, of which perhaps the best is 

SERVICE OF ALL THE DEAD 

Between the avenue of oypreeseSi 
All in their scarlet capes and surplices 
Of linen^ go the cbaunting choristers. 
The priests in gold and black, the villagenu 

And all along the path to the cemetery 
The round dark heads of men crowd silently; 
And black-scarfed faces of women-folk wistfully 
Watch at the banner of death, and the mystery. 

And at the foot of a grave a father stands 
With sunken head and forgotten, folded hands; 
And at the foot of a grave a mother kneels 
With pale shut face, nor neither hears nor feels. 

The coming of the chaunting choristers 
Between the avenue of cypresses, 
The silence of the many villagers. 
The candle-flames beside the surplices. 

(Remember the English pronunciation of *' ceme- 
tery'^ is not the conunon American one.) He is 
surely better as a looker-on at life than when he 
tries to present the surging passions of an aotor- 
in-diief. Then his art is full of sound and fury, 
and instead of being thrilled, we are, as Stevenson 
said of Whitman's poorer poems, somewhat inde- 
corously amused. All poets, I suppose, are 
thrilled by their own work ; they read it to them- 
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selves with shudders of rapture; but it is only 
when this frisson is felt by others than blood- 
relatives that they may feel some reasonable as« 
surance of success. The London Times quite 
properly refuses to surrender to lines like these : 

And if I never see her again t 

I think, if they told me so, 

I could convulse the heavens with my horror. 

I think I could alter the frame of things in my agony. 

I think I could break the System with my heart. 

I think, in my convulsion, the skies would break. 

He should change his gear from high to low; he 
will never climb Parnassus on this speed, not even 
with his muffler so manifestly open. 

The Times also quotes without appreciation 
from the same volume the following passage, 
where the woman, looking back, stirs a biblical 
reminiscence. 

I have seen it, felt it in my mouth, my throat, my chest, my 
beUy, 

Burning of powerful salt, burning, eating through my defence- 
less nakedness, 

I have been thrust into white sharp crystals. 

Writhing, twisting, superpenetrated, 

Ah, Lot's wife, Lot's wife I 

The pillar of salt, the whirling, horrible colunm of salt, like 
a waterspout 

That has enveloped me I 

Most readers may not need a whole pillar, but 
they will surely take the above professions cum 
grano salts. It is all in King Cambyses' vein; 
and I would that we had Pistol to deliver it. I 
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cite it here, not for the graceless task of showing 
Mr. Lawrence at his worst, but because such stuff 
is symptomatic of many of the very **new'* poets, 
who wander, as Turgenev expressed it, ^* aimless 
but declamatory, over the face of our long-suffer- 
ing mother earth. * ' 

John Drinkwater, bom on the first of June, 
1882, has had varied experiences both in business 
and in literature, and is at present connected with 
the management of the Birmingham Eepertory 
Theatre. Actively engaged in commercial life, 
he has found time to publish a number of volumes 
of poems, plays in verse, critical works in prose, 
and a long string of magazine articles. He has 
wisely coUected in one volume — though I regret 
the omission of Malvern Lyrics — the best of his 
poems that had previously appeared in four sepa- 
rate works, containing the cream of his production 
from 1908 to 1914. His preface to this little book, 
published in 1917, is excellent in its manly modesty. 
"Apart from the Cromwell poem itself, the pres- 
ent selection contains all that I am anxious to pre- 
serve from those volumes, and there is nothing be- 
fore 1908 which I should wish to be reprinted now 
or at any time.'* One of the earlier books had 
been dedicated to John Masefield, to whom in the 
present preface the author pays an affectionate 
compliment — *Mohn Masefield, who has given a 
poet 's praise to work that I hope he likes half as 
well as I like his.'' 
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The first poem, Symbols, prepares the reader 
for what is to f oUow, though it is somewhat lack- 
ing in the technique that is characteristic of most 
of Mr. Drinkwater 's verse. 

I saw history in a poet's song^ 

In a riTer-reach and a gallows-hill, 
In a bridal bed, and a secret wrong. 

In a crown of thorns: in a daffodil. 

I imagined measureless time in a day, 

And starry space in a wagon-road. 
And the treasnre of all good harvests lay 

In the single seed that the sower sowed. 

My garden-wind had driyen and havened again 
All ships that ever had gone to sea, 

And I saw the glory of all dead men 
In the shadow that went by the side of me. 

The West of England looms large in contem- 
porary poetry. A. E. Housman, John Masefield, 
W. W. Gibson, J. E. Flecker have done their best 
to celebrate its quiet beauty ; and some of the finest 
work of Mr. Drinkwater is lovingly devoted to 
these rural scenes. We know how Professor 
Housman and John Masefield regard Bredon Hill 
— ^another tribute to this **cahn acclivity, salubri- 
ous spot'' is paid in Mr. Drinkwater 's cheerful 
song, At Grafton. The spirit of his work in gen- 
eral is the spirit of health — ^take life as it is, and 
enjoy it. It is the open-air verse of broad, wind- 
swept English counties. Its surest claim to dis- 
tinction lies in its excellent, finished workmanship 
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— ^he is a sonnd craftsman. But he has not yet 
shown either sofficient originality or sofficient in- 
spiration to rise from the better class of minor 
poets. His verse-drama. The Storm, which was 
produced in Birmingham in 1915^ shows strong re- 
semblances to the one-act plays of Mr. Gibson and 
is not otherwise impressive. 

William Henry Davies, the Welsh poet, exhibits 
in his half-dozen miniature volumes an extraor- 
dinary variety of subjects. Everything is grist. 
He was bom of Welsh parentage in Monmouth- 
shire on the twentieth of April, 1870. He became 
an American tramp, and practised this interesting 
profession six years ; he made eight or nine trips 
to England on cattle-ships, working his passage ; 
he walked about England selling pins and needles. 
He remarks that ^*he sometimes varied this life 
by singing hymns in the street.'' At the age of 
thirty-four he became a poet, and he insists— not 
without reason— that he has been one ever since. 
Beaders may be at times reminded of the manner 
of John Davidson, but after all, Mr. Davies is as 
independent in his poetry as he used to be on the 
road. 

Sometimes his verse is banal — as in the advice 
To a Working Man. But oftener his imagination 
plays on familiar scenes in town and country with 
a lambent flame, illuminating and glorifying com- 
mon objects. He has the heart of the child, and 
tries to see life from a child's clear eyes. 
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Ijeadt «■! tat tV^t iiart- ^ksm^ m^X^ hm^ 
111 a^ liTT ^n^e; 

TodaT be takes s^r Be^Km^r^ ^xt\N 

And k«T«s a litUe <^x)d 
To lie npoB bis bi^Mist and <^ 

Like tbe Kigbt-wiiid, »> ^iKi 



And every boor its v\m<^ i« h«^ai>i 

Tell me wbere is abe g\\))i^i 
Deatb oannot play tbal gamti ^\\\\ \m * 

If I do live alone. 

The feather-weight pookot-vohnnon of \\svm \\\M 
this poet puts forth, each oontalnlntc H orop of (liiy 
poems — ^have an excellent vlrtuo thoy nro liilnr 
esting, good oompanions for a day In ilm oounliy. 
There is always sufficient momontutii In {mikm *M 
to cany you on to page 20 — NomHJihiK ttt^i iMMiiini 
be said of all books. 
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English literature suffered a loss in the death 
of Edward Thomas, who was killed in France on 
the ninth of April, 1917. He was bom on the 
third of Maroh, 1878, and had published a long list 
of literary critiques, biographies, interpretations 
of nature, and introspective essays. He took 
many solitary journeys afoot ; his books The South 
Country, The Heart of England, and others, show 
both observation and reflection. Although Eng- 
lish by birth and education, he had in his veins 
Welsh and Spanish blood. 

In 1917 a tiny volume of his poems appeared. 
These are unlike any other verse of the past or 
present. They cannot be called great poetry, but 
they are original, imaginative, whimsical, and re- 
veal a rich personality. Indeed we feel in read- 
ing these rimes that the author was greater than 
anything he wrote or could write. The difficulty 
in articulation comes apparently from a mind so 
full that it cannot run freely off the end of a pen. 

Shyness was undoubtedly characteristic of the 
man, as it often is of minute observers of nature. 
I am not at all surprised to learn from one who 
knew him of his ^temperamental melancholy." 
He was austere and aloof ; but exactly the type of 
mind that would give all he had to those who pos- 
sessed his confidence. It must have been a privi- 
lege to know him intimately. I have said that his 
poems resemble the work of no other poet; this 
is true ; but there is a certain kinship between him 
and Robert Frost, indicated not only in the verses, 
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but in the fact that his book is dedicated to the 
American. 

His death accentuates the range of the dragnet 
of war. This intellectual, quiet, introspective, 
slightly ironical temperament would seem almost 
ideally imfitted for the trenches. Yet, although 
no soldier by in&tinct, and having a family de- 
pendent upon his writings for support, he gave 
himself freely to the Great Cause. He never 
speaks in his verses of his own sacrifice, and in- 
deed says little about the war ; but the first poem 
in the volume expresses the universal call. 

» 

Rise up, rise up, 

And, as the tnunpet blowing 

Ghaaes the dreams of men, 

As the dawn glowing 

The stars that left imlit 

The land and water. 

Rise up and scatter 

The dew that covers 

The print of last night's lov on 

Scatter it, scatter iti 

WhUe you are listening 

To the dear horn. 

Forget, men, evexything 

On this earth newborn. 

Except that it is lovelier 

Than any mysteries. 

Open your eyes to the air 

That has washed the eyes of the stars 

Through all the dewy night: 

Up with the light, 

To the old wars; 

Arise, arise! 
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In reading Edward Thomas, Bnpert Brooke, Alan 
Seeger, we recognize how much greater were the 
thinga they sacrificed than the creature comforts 
ordinarily emphasized in the departure from home 
to the trenches ; these men gave up their imagina* 
tion. 

^ A thoroughly representative poem by Edward 
Thomas is Cock-Crow; beauty of conception 
mingled with the inevitable touch of homeliness 
at the end 

Out of tbe wood of tfaoaghts that growa by night 
To be ent down by the sharp aze of light, — 
Ont of tbe night, two eocks together crow, 
CleaTing the darkneaa with a lilyer blow: 
And bright before my eyes twin trampetera stand. 
Heralds of splendour, one at either hand, 
Baeh facing eaeh as in a ooat of arms; 
The milkers laoe their boots np at tbe farms. 



This is his favourite combination, seen on every 
page of his work, — ^fancy and fact. 

Another poet in khaki who writes powerful and 
original verse is Bobert Nichols (bom 1893), an 
Oxford man who has already produced two vol- 
umes — Invocation, and, in 1918, Ardours and En- 
durances. Accompanying the second is a por- 
trait made in 1915, exhibiting the face of a 
dreamy-looking boy. No one who reads the pages 
of this book can doubt the author's gift. In his 
trench-poetry he somehow manages to combine 
the realism of Barbusse with an almost holy touch 
of imagination; and some of the most beautiful 
pieces are manly laments for friends killed in 
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battle. He was himself severely wounded. His 
poems of strenuous action are mostly too long to 
quote ; occasionally he writes in a more quiet mood 
of contemplation. 

THE FULL HEART 

Alone on the shore in the pause of the nighttime 
I stand and I hear the long wind hlow light; 
I view the constellations quietly, quietly burning; 
I hear the wave fall in the hush of the night. 

Long after I am dead, ended this bitter journey, 
Many another whose heart holds no light 
Shall your solemn sweetness hush, awe, and comfort, 
my companions. Wind, Waters, Stars, and Night. 

Other Oxford poets from the front are Sieg- 
fried Sassoon, Robert Graves and Willoughby 
Weaving, whose two volumes The Star Fields 
and The Bubble are as original in their way as 
the work of Mr. Nichols, though inferior in beauty 
of expression. Mr. Weaving was invalided homo 
in 1915, and his first book has an introduction by 
Robert Bridges. In The Bubble (1917) there are 
many poems so deeply meditative that their full 
force does not reach one until after repeated read- 
ings. He has also a particular talent for the last 
line. 

TO 

(Winter 1916) 

Thou lover of fire, how cold is it in the grave t 
Would I could bring thee fuel and light thee a fire as of old I 
Alas I how I think of thee there, shivering out in the cold, 
Till my own bright fire lacketh the heat which it gavel 



156 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY 

Oh, irould I could lee thee again, aa in da^ra gone b>% 
Sitting handa over the flre, or poking it to a bzigbt blaie 
And clearing tbe cloggy aab from the baxa in tby careful wayal 
Ohi art tboQ the more cold or here by the fire am It 

B. H. Blackwelly the Oxford publisher, seems 
to have made a good many <<flnds''; besides pro* 
dncing some of the work of Mr. Nichols and Mr. 
Weaving^-both i>oets now have American pub- 
lishers as well — the four volumes Oxford Verse, 
running from 1910 to 1917, contain many excellent 
things. And in addition to these, there are orig- 
inal adventures in the art of poetry, sometimes 
merely bizarre, but interesting as experiments, 
exhibited in the two volumes Wheels 1916, and 
Wheels 1917, and also in the books called Initi- 
ates: a Series of Poetry by Proved Hands. 



CHAPTER VI 

THE IBI8H POBTB 

Izish poetry a part of English literature — eommon-senfle 
the basis of romantieism — ^misapprehension of the poetio tem- 
perament—William Butler Yeata — ^his education — ^kus devotion 
to art— his theories— his love poetry — ^resemblance to Maeter- 
linck — ^the lyrical dement paramount— the psaltery— pure 
rather than applied poetry — John M. Synge — his mentality — 
his versatility — a terrible personality— his capacity for hatred 
— ^his subjectivity — his interesting Preface — brooding on death 
— ^A* E.-~The Master of the island — his sincerity and in* 
flnence-— disembodied spirits — his mysticism — homesickness-* 
true optimism — James Stephens — ^poet and novelist-— realism 
and fantasy — ^Padraic Colum — ^Francis Ledwidge — Susan 
Mitchell — Thomas MacDonagh — Joseph Campbell — Seumaa 
O'Snllivan — ^Herbert Trench — ^Maurice Frauds Egan — ^Norreys 
Jephson O'Conoi'—F. Carlin — The advance in Ireland* 

In what I have to say of the work of the Irish 
poets, I am thinking of it solely as a part of Eng- 
lish literature. I have in mind no political bias 
whatever, though I confess I have small admira- 
tion for extremists. During the last forty years 
Irishmen have written mainly in the English lan- 
guage, which assures to what is good in their com- 
positions an influence bounded only by the dimen- 
sions of the earth. Great creative writers are 
such an immense and continuous blessing to the 
world that the locality of their birth pales in com- 
parison with the glory of it, a glory in which we 

167 
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all profit. We need original writers in America ; 
but I had rather have a star of the first magnitude 
appear in London than a star of lesser power ap- 
pear in Los Angeles. Every one who writes good 
English contributes something to English litera- 
ture and is a benefactor to English-speaking peo- 
ple. An Irish or American literary aspirant will 
be rated not according to his local flavour or fer- 
vour, but according to his ability to write the Eng- 
lish language. The language belongs to Ireland 
and to America as much as it belongs to England ; 
excellence in its conmiand is the only test by which 
Irish, American, Canadian, South African, Ha- 
waiian and Australian poets and novelists will be 
judged. The more difficult the test, the stronger 
the appeal to national pride. 

In a recent work, called The Celtic Dawn, I 
found this passage: ^^The thesis of their con- 
tention is that modern English, the English of 
contemporary literature, is essentially an im- 
poverished language incapable of directly express- 
ing thought. ' ' I am greatly unimpressed by such 
a statement. The chief reason why there is really 
a Celtic Dawnf or a Celtic Renaissance, is because 
Irishmen like Synge, Yeats, Russell and others 
have succeeded in writing English so well that 
they have attracted the attention of the world. 

Ireland has never contributed to English litera- 
ture a poet of the first class. By a poet of the first 
class I mean one of the same grade with the lead- 
ing half-dozen British poets of the nineteenth cen- 
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tury. This dearth of great Irish poets is the more 
noticeable when we think of Ireland's oontribu- 
tions to English prose and to English drama. 
Possibly, if one had prophecy rather than history 
to settle the question, one might predict that 
Irishmen would naturally write more and better 
poetry than Englishmen ; for the common supposi- 
tion is that the poetic temperament is romantic, 
sentimental, volatile, reckless. If this were true, 
then the lovable, careless, impulsive Irish would 
completely outclass in original poetry the sensible, 
steady-headed, cautious Englishman. What are 
the facts about the so-called poetic temperament T 
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Gray, Words- 
worth, Keats, Tennyson, Browning, Arnold, were 
in character, disposition, and temperament pre- 
cisely the opposite of what is superficially sup- 
posed to be ** poetic.'' Some of them were deeply 
erudite ; all of them were deeply thoughtful. They 
were clear-headed, sensible men — ^in fact, common 
sense was the basis of their mental life. And no 
one can read the letters of Byron without seeing 
how well supplied he was with the shrewd common 
sense of the Englishman. He was more selfish 
than any one of the men enumerated above — ^but 
he was no fool. There is nothing inconsistent in 
his being at once the greatest romantic poet and 
the greatest satirist of his age. His masterpiece, 
Don Juan, is the expression of a nature at the 
farthest possible remove from sentimentality. 
And the author of Faust was remarkable among 
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all the children of men for his poise, balance, calm 
— ^in other words, for common sense. 

It is by no accident that the British — ^whom for- 
eigners delight to call stodgy and slow-witted, — 
have produced more high-class poetry than any 
other nation in the history of the world English 
literature is instinctively romantic, as French 
literature is instinctively classia The glory of 
French literature is prose; the glory of English 
literature is poetry. 

As the tallest tree must have the deepest roots, 
80 it would seem that the loftiest edifices of verse 
must have the deepest foundations. Certainly 
one of the many reasons why American poetry is 
so inferior to British is because our roots do not 
go down sufficiently deep. Great poetry does not 
spring from natures too volatile, too susceptible, 
too easily swept by gusts of emotion. Landor was 
one of the most violent men we have on record; 
he was a prey to uncontrollable outbursts of rage, 
caused by trivial vexations ; but his poetry aimed 
at cold, classical correctness. In comparison with 
Landor, Tennyson's reserve was almost glacial — 
yet out of it bloomed many a gorgeous garden 
of romance. Splendid imaginative masterpieces 
seem to 'require more often than not a creative 
mind marked by sober reason, logical processes, 
orderly thinking. 

John Morley, who found the management of 
Ireland more than a handful, though he loved Ire- 
land and the Irish with an affection greater than 
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Vitalising virtue: song wovli song succeed 
Sudden as spontaneous — ^prove a poet-soul I'' 

Indeed T 
Rock's the song-soil rather, surface hard and bare: 
8un and dew their mildness, storm and frost their rage 
Vainly both ezpendi — few flowers awaken there : 
Quiet in its cleft broods — ^what the after age 
Knows and names a pine^ a nation's heritage. 

People who never grow up may have a certain 
kind of fascination, bnt they will not write great 
poetry. It is exactly the other way with creative 
artists; they grow np faster than the average. 
The maturity of Keats is astonishing. . . . Mr. 
Yeats 's wonderful lamentation, September 1913, 
that sounds like the wailing of the wind, actually 
gives us a reason why Irishmen are getting the 
attention of the world in poetry, as well as in fic- 
tion and drama. 

What need you, being come to sense, 
But fumble in a greasy till 
And add the halfpence to the pence 
And prayer to shivering prayer, until 
You have dried the marrow &om the bone; 
For men were born to pray and save, . 
Homantic Ireland's dead and gone, 
It's with O'Leary in the grave. 

Tet they were of a different kind. 
The names that stilled your childish play 
They have gone about the world like wind, 
But little time had they to pray 
For whom the hangman's rope was spun, 
And what, Gk>d help us, could they save; 
Romantic Ireland's dead and gone. 
It's with Olicary in the grave. 
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Was it for thig the wild geese spread 
The grey 'wing upon every tide; 
For this that aU that blood was shed, 
For this Edward i^tqgerald died, 
And Robert Emmet and Wolfe Tone^ 
All that delirinm of the faraye; 
Romantie Izeland's dead and gone, 
It's with Olieary in the grave. 

Tet eoold we torn the yean again, 
And eall those exiles as they were. 
In aU their loneliness and pain 
You'd ery ''some woman's yellow hair 
Has maddened every mother's son:" 
They weighed so lightly what they gave. 
But let them be, they're dead and gone, 
They're with CLeary in the grave. 

William Butler Yeats has done more for Eng- 
lish poetry than any other Irishman, for he is the 
greatest poet in the English language that Ireland 
has ever produced. He is a notable figure in con- 
temporary literature, having made additions to 
verse, prose and stage-plays. He has by no means 
obliterated Clarence Mangan, but he has surpassed 
him. 

Mr. Yeats was bom at Dublin, on the thirteenth 
of June, 1865. His father was an honour man at 
Trinity CoU^e, taking the highest distinction in 
Political Economy. After practising law, he be- 
came a painter, which profession he still adorns. 
The future poet studied art for three years, but 
when twenty-one years old definitely devoted him- 
self to literature. In addition to his original 
work, one of his foremost services to humanity was 
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his advice to that strange genius, John Syng( 
for it was partly owing to the influence of his 
friend that Synge became a creative writer, and 
he had, alas ! little time to lose. 

Mr. Yeats published his first poem in 1886, 
Since that date, despite his preoccupation with the 
management of the Abbey Theatre, he has pro- 
duced a loijg list of works in verse and prose, de- 
cidedly unequal in merit, but shining with the light 
of a luminous mindL 

From the first, Mr. Yeats has seemed to realize 
that he could serve Ireland best by making beauti- 
ful and enduring works of art, rather than by any 
form of political agitation. This is well ; for de- 
spite the fact that a total ineptitude for statesman- 
ship seldom prevents the enthusiast from issuing 
aiid spreading dogmatic propaganda, a merely 
elementary conception of the principle of division 
of labour should make us all rejoice when the artist 
confines himself to art. True artists are scarce 
and precious ; and although practical men of busi- 
ness often regard them as superfluous luxuries, 
the truth is that we cannot live without them. As 
poet and dramatist, Mr. Yeats has done more for 
his country than he could have accomplished in 
any other way. 

Never was there more exclusively an artist. He 
writes pure, not applied poetry. I care little for 
his theories of symbolism, magic and what not. 
Poets are judged not by their theories, not by the 
*^ schools*^ to which they give passionate adher- 
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enoe, but simply and solely by the quality of their 
work. No amount of theory, no correctness of 
method, no setting up of new or defence of old 
standards, no elevated ideals can make a poet if 
he have not the divine gift. Theories have hardly 
more effect on the actual value of his poetry than 
the colour of the ink in which he writes. The rea- 
son why it is interesting to read what Mr. Yeats 
says about his love of magic and of symbols is not 
because there is any truth or falsehood in these 
will-o'-the-wisps, but because he is such an artist 
that even when he writes in prose, his style is so 
beautiful, so harmonious that one is forced to 
listen. Literary art has enormous power in pro- 
pelling a projectile of thought. I do not doubt 
that the chief reason for the immense effect of 
such a philosophy as that of Schopenhauer or that 
of Nietzsche is because each man was a literary 
artist — ^indeed I think both were greater writers 
than thinkers. A good thing this is for their fame, 
for art lasts longer than thought. The fashion of 
a man's thought may pass away; his knowledge 
and his ideas may lose their stamp, either because 
they prove to be false or because they become uni- 
versally current. Everybody believes Copernicus, 
but nobody reads him. Tet when a book, no mat- 
ter how ^obsolete in thought, is marked by great 
beauty of style, it lives forever. Consider the case 
of Sir Thomas Browne. Art is the great pre- 
servative. 
Mr. Yeats has a genius for names and titles. 
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His names, like those of Bossetti's, are sweet sym- 
phonies. The Wind Among the Reeds, The 
Shadowy Waters, The Secret Rose, The Land of 
Heart's Desire, The Island of Statues are poems 
in themselves, and give separate pleasure like an 
overture without the opera. Perhaps it is not too 
fanoiful to observe that The Wind Among the 
Reeds suggests better than any other arrange- 
ment of words the lovely minor melodies of our 
poet, while The Shadowy Waters gives exactly 
the picture that comes into one 's mind in thinking 
of his poems. There is an extraordinary fluidity 
in his verse, like running water under the shade of 
overhanging branches. One feels that Mr. Yeats 
loves these titles, and chooses them with affection- 
ate solicitude, like a father naming beautiful chil' 
dren. 

The love poetry of Mr. Yeats, like the love 
poetry of Poe, is swept with passion, but the pas- 
sion is mingled with unutterable reverence. It is 
xmlike much modem love poetry in its spiritual 
exaltation. Just as manners have become more 
free, and intimacies that once took months to de- 
velop, now need only minutes, so much contem- 
porary verse-tribute to women is so detailed, so 
bold, so cock-sure, that the elaborate compliments 
onl7 half-conceal a sneer. In all such work love 
is bom of desire — its sole foundation — and hence 
is equally short-lived and fleeting. In the poems 
of Mr. Yeats, desire seems to follow rather than 
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to precede love. Love thus takes on, as it ought 
to, something of the beauty of holiness. 

Fasten your hair with a golden pin, 
And bind np every wandering tress; 
I bade my heart build these poor rhymes: 
It worked at them, day out, day in. 
Building a sorrowful loveliness 
Out of the battles of old times. 

You need but lift a pearl-pale hand, 
And bind up your long hair and sigh; 
And all men's hearts must bum and beat; 
And candle-like foam on the dim sand. 
And stars elimbing the dew-dropping sky, 
live but to light your passing feet. 

A still more characteristic love-poem is the one 
which gleams with the symbols of the cloths of 
heaven. 

Had I the heavens' embroidered doths, 
Enwrought with golden and silver lights 
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths 
Of night and light and the halflight, 
I would spread the doths under your feet; 
But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 
I have spread my dreams under your feet; 
Tread scxftly because you tread on my dreams. 

In mystidsm^ in symbolism, and in the quality 
of his imagination, Mr. Yeats of course reminds us 
of Maeterlinck. He has the same twilit atmos- 
phere, peopled with elusive dream-footed figures, 
that make no more noise than the wings of an owL 
He is of imagination all compact. He is neither a 
teacher nor a prophet ; he seems to turn away from 
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the real sorrows of life, yes, even from its real 
joys, to dwell in a world of his own creation. He 
invites .us thither, if we care to go ; and if we go 
not, we cannot understand either his art or his 
ideas, ^^ut if we wander with him in the shadowy 
darkness, like the lonely man in Titanic alleys ac- 
companied only by Psyche, we shall see strange 
visions. We may be led to the door of a legended 
tomb; we may be led along the border of dim 
waters ; but we shall live for a time in the realm of 
Beauty, and be the better for the experience, even 
though it resemble nothing in the town and coun- 
try that we know. 

Mr. Yeats, like Browning, writes both lyrical 
poems and dramas; but he is at the opposite re- 
move from Browning in (everything except the gift 
of song. Browning was so devoted to the dra- 
matic aspect of art, that he carried the drama 
even into its seemingly contradictory form, the 
lyric. Every lyric is a little one-act play, and he 
called them dramatic lyrics. Mr. Yeats, on the 
other hand, is so essentially a lyric poet, that in- 
stead of writing dramatic lyrics, he writes lyric 
dramas. Even his stage-plays are primarily 
lyrical. 

Those who are interested in Mr. Yeats 's theory 
of speaking, reciting, or chanting poetry to the 
psaltery should read his book. Ideas of Good and 
Evil, which contains some of his most significant 
artideis of faith, written in shining prose. Mr. 
Yeats cannot write on any subject without illu- 
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minating it by the light of his own imagination; 
and I find his essays in criticism fnll of original 
thought — the result of years of brooding reflection. 
In these short pieces his genius is as dear as it is 
in his poems. 

He is, in f act, a master of English. His latest 
work| with its musical title. Per Arnica Silentia 
Lunae (1918), has both in spirit and form some- 
thing of the ecstasy and quaint beauty of Sir 
Thomas Browne. I had supposed that such a 
style as that displayed in Urn-Burial was a lost 
art; but Mr. Yeats comes near to possessing its 
secret. This book is like a deep pool ia its lim- 
pidity and mystery ; no man without genius could 
have written it I mean to read it many times, for 
there are pages that I am not sure that I under- 
stand. One looks into its depths of suggestion as 
one looks into a clear but very deep lake ; one can 
see far down, but not to the bottom of it, which 
remains mysterious. He invites his own soul, but 
there is no loafing. Indeed his mind seems preter- 
naturally active, as in a combination of dream and 
cerebration. 

We make out of the quazrel "with others, rhetoric, but of 
the quairel with oarselyea, poetry. Unlike the rhetoricians, 
who get a confident voice from remembering the crowd they 
have won or may win, we sing amid our uncertainty; and, 
smitten even in the presence of the most high beauty by the 
knowledge of our solitude, our rh3rthm shudders. I think, 
too, that no fine poet, no matter how disordered his life, has 
ever, even in his mere life, had pleasure for his end. . • • The 
other self, the anti-flclf or antithetical self, as one may choose 
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to name it, eomfli bni to thoie who an no langm deeaiTfidf 
whoM paasion is reality. The ■entimentaliito axe praetieal 
men who believe in mon^, in poeitioni in a marriage beU, and 
whose nndentanding of happineaa ia to be lo busy whether at 
work or at play, that all ia forgotten bnt the momentary aim. 
Th^ will find their pleaaore in a eap that ia filled from 
Lethe's wharf , and for the awakening, for the Tision, for the 
revelation of reality, tradition offers ns a different word — 
eestasy. . • • We most not make a false faith by hiding from 
our thooghts the eaoses of doubt, for faith ia the highest 
aehievement of the hnman intelleet, the only gift man ean make 
to God, and therefore it must be offered in sincerity. Neither 
most we ereate, by hiding ugliness, a false beauty as our offer- 
ing to the world. He only ean ereate the greatest imaginable 
beauty who has endured all imaginable pangs, for only when 
we have seen and foreseen what we dread shall we be rewarded 
by that daasling unforeseen wing-footed wanderer. 

I admire his devotion to the art of poetry. He 
will not tarn Pegasns into a dray-horse, and make 
him hanl cart-loads of political or moral propa- 
ganda. In his fine apologia, The Cutting of an 
Agate, he states and restates his creed: '^Litera- 
ture decays when it no longer makes more beauti- 
ful, or more vivid, the language which unites it to 
all life, and when one finds the criticism of the 
student, and the purpose of the reformer, and the 
logic of the man of science, where there should 
have been the reveries of the common heart, en- 
nobled into some raving Lear or unabashed Don 
Quixote. ... I have been reading through a 
bundle of German plays, and have found every- 
where a desire not to express hopes and alarms 
common to every man that ever came into the 
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world, but politics or social passion, a veiled or 
open propaganda. . . . If Homer were alive today, 
he would only resist, after a deliberate straggle, 
the temptation to find his subject not in Helen's 
beauty, that every man has desired, nor in the 
wisdom and endurance of Odysseus that has been 
the desire of every woman that has come into the 
world, but in what somebody would describe, per- 
haps, as 'the inevitable contest,' arising out of 
economic causes, between the country-places and 
small towns on tixe one hand, and, upon the other, 
the great city of Troy, representing one knows 
not what tendency to centralization.' " 

In other words, if I understand him correctly, 
Mr. Yeats believes that in writing pure rather 
than applied poetry, he is not turning his back on 
great issues to do filigree work, but is merely turn- 
ing aside from questions of temporary import to 
that which is fixed and eternal, life itself. 

John Millington Synge was bom near Dublin on 
the sixteenth of April, 1871, and died in Dublin on 
the twenty-fourth of March, 1909. It is a curious 
thing that the three great Irishmen of the Celtic 
renaissance — ^the only men who were truly in-- 
spired by genius— originally studied another form 
of art than literature. Mr. Yeats studied painting 
for years ; A. E. is a painter of distinction ; Synge 
was an accomplished musician before he became a 
man of letters. There is not the slightest doubt 
that the effect of these sister arts upon the literary 
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work of the Great Three is pervasive and power- 
ftil. The books of Mr. Teats and Mr. Bnssell are 
full of word-pictures ; and the rhythm of Synge 's 
strange prose, which Mr. Ernest Boyd ingeniously 
compares with Dr. Hyde's translations, is full of 
harmonies. 

Dr. Hyde has not only witnessed a new and won* 
derf ul literary revival in his country, but he has 
the satisfaction of knowing that he is vitally con- 
nected with its birth and bloom. 

Synge had the greatest mental endowment of all 
the Irish writers of his time. He had an amaz- 
ingly powerful mind. At Trinity College he took 
prizes in Hebrew and in Irish, and at the same time 
gained a scholarship in harmony and counter- 
point at the Royal Irish Academy of Music. As a 
boy, ^^he knew the note and plumage of every bird, 
and when and where they were to be found." As 
a man, he could easily have mastered the note of 
every human being, as in addition to his knowledge 
of ancient languages, he seems to have become 
proficient in German, French, and Italian with 
singular speed and ease. He was an excellent 
performer on the piano, flute, and violin, did con- 
juring tricks, and delighted the natives of the Aran 
Islands with his penny whistle. He must have had 
a positive genius for concentration, obtaining a 
command over anything to which he cared to de- 
vote his attention. Mr. Yeats found him in that 
ramshackle old Hotel Comeille in the Latin Quar- 
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ter, busily writing literary criticism in French and 
English, and told him as an inspired messenger to 
go to the primitive folk in Ireland and become a 
creative artist. He went;^and in a few years 
reached the summit of dramatic achievement. 

Synge was a terrible person, as terrible in his 
way as Swift. When Carlyle saw Daniel Webster, 
he said, **I should hate to be that man's nigger. '^ 
I do not envy any of the men or women who, for 
whatever reason, incurred the wrath of Synge. 
He was never noisy or explosive, like a dog whose 
barks are discounted, to whom one soon ceases to 
pay any attention ; we all know the futile and petty 
irascibility of the shallow-minded. Synge was 
like a mastiff who bites without warning. Irony 
was the conunon chord in his composition. He 
studied life and hated death ; hated the gossip af 
the world, which seemed to him the gabble of 
fools. Physically he was a sick man, and felt his 
tether. He thought it frightful that he should 
have to die, while so many idiots lived long. He 
never forgave men and women for their folly, and 
the only reason why he did not forgive God was 
because he was not sure of His existence. The 
lady addressed in the following **poem'' must 
have read it with queasy emotion, and have unwil- 
lingly learned it by heart. A photograph of her 
face immediately after its perusal would look like 
futurist art; but who knows the expression on 
the face of the poet while preparing this 
poison f 
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THE CURSE 

To a nster of on enemy of the amihof^B who disapproved of 

''The Playboy." 

Lord, eonfonnd this surly Bister, 
Blight her brow with blotch and blisteri 
Cramp her larynx, long, and liter, 
In her guts a galling give her. 

Lei her live to earn her dinners 
In Mount joy with seedy sinners: 
Lord, this judgment quickly bring, 
And Fm your senran^ John M. Synge. 

(Monntjoj is a prison.) 

Irish exaggeration is as often seen in plenary 
carses as in plenary blessings ; both have the qual- 
ity of hnmonr. The cnrses are partly compounded 
of robust delight, like the joy of London cabmen 
in repartee ; and the blessings are doubtless com- 
mingled with irony. But Synge had a savage 
heart. He was essentially a wild man, and a 
friend of mine had a vision of him that seems not 
without significance. He was walking in a deso- 
late part of Ireland in a bleak storm of rain ; when 
suddenly over the hills came the solitary figure of 
Synge, dressed in black, with a broad hat pulled 
over his brows. 

As a stranger and sojourner he walked this 
earth. In the midst of Dublin he never mentioned 
politics, read no newspapers, and little contem- 
porary literature, not even the books of his few 
intimate friends. Every one who knew him had 
Budi immense respect for the quality of his intel- 
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lect that it is almost laughable to think how eagerly 
they must have awaited criticism of the books they 
gave him — criticism that never came. Yet he 
never seems to have given the impression of surli- 
ness; he was not surly, he was silent. He must 
have been the despair of diagnosticians ; even in 
his last illness, it was impossible for the doctors 
and nurses to discover how he felt, for he would 
not telL I think his burning mind consumed his 
bodily frame. 

Synge wrote few poems, and they came at inter- 
vals during a period of sixteen or seventeen years. 
Objectively, they are unimportant; his contribu- 
tions to English literature are his dramas and his 
prose sketches. But as revelations of his per- 
sonality they have a deep and melancholy interest ; 
and every word of his short Preface, written in 
December, 1908, a few months before his death, is 
valuable. He knew he was a dying man, and not 
only wished to collect these fugitive bits of verse, 
but wished to leave behind him his theory of 
poetry. With characteristic bluntness, he says 
that the poems which follow the Preface were 
mostly written ''before the views just stated, with 
which they have little to do, had come into my 
head.'^ 

No discussion of modem verse should omit con- 
sideration of this remarkable Preface — ^for while 
it has had no effect on either Mr. Yeats or Mr. 
Bussell — it has influenced other Irish poets, and 
many that are not Irish. Indeed much aggres- 
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sively ** modern^* work is trying, more or less snc- 
cessfullyi to fit this theory. In the advance, Synge 
was more prophet than poet. 

Many of the older poets, such as Villon and Herrick and 
Burns, used the whole of their personal life as their material, 
and the verse written in this way was read by strong men, and 
thieves, and deacons, not by little cliques only. Then, in the 
town writing of the eighteenth century, ordinary life was put 
into verse that was not poetry, and when poetry came back 
with Coleridge and Shelley, it went into verse that was not 
always human. [This last cUuse shows the difference between 
Synge and his friends, Yeats and Russell.] 

In these days poetry is usually a flower of evil or good; 
but it is the timbre of poetry that wears most surely, and there 
is no timbre that has not strong roots among the clay and 
worms. 

Even if we grant that exalted poetry can be kept successful 
by itself, the strong things in life are needed in poetry also, to 
show that what is exalted or tender is not made by feeble blood. 
It may almost be said that before verse can be human again it 
must leam to be brutal. 

Like Herrick, he wrote verse about himself, for 
he knew that much biography and criticism would 
follow his funeral. 

ON AN ANNIVERSAET 

After reading the datee in a hook of LyHce. 

With Fifteen-ninety or BizteeuHrixteen 
We end Cervantes, Marot, Nashe or Green: 
Then Sixteen-thirteen till two score and nine. 
Is Crashaw's niche, that honey-lipped divine. 
And so when all my little work is done 
Theyll say I came in Eighteen-seventy-one, 
And died in Dublin. • • . What year will they write 
For my poor passage to the stall of nightt 
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A QUESTION 

I asked if I got sick and died, would yon 
With my blaek funeral go walking too. 
If youM stand close to hear them talk or pray 
While I'm let down in that steep bank of day. 

^nd, Noy you said, for if you saw a orew 

Of living idiots pressing round that new 

Oak ooflSn — ^they alive, I dead beneath 

That board — ^you'd rave and rend them with your teeth. 

The love of brutal strength in Synge's work 
may have been partly the projection of his sick- 
ness, just as the invalid Stevenson delighted in the 
creation of powerful ruffians ; but the brooding on 
his own death is quite modern^ and is, I think, 
part of the egoism that is so distinguishing a 
feature in contemporary poetry. So many have 
abandoned all hope of a life beyond the grave, that 
they cling to bodily existence with almost glutton- 
ous passion, and are filled with self-pity at the 
thought of their own death and burial. To my 
mind, there is something unworthy, something 
childish, in all this. When a child has been re- 
buked or punished by its father or mother, it plays 
a trump card — * * You *11 be sorry when I am dead ! * * 
It is better for men and women to attack the daily 
task with what cheerful energy they can command, 
and let the interruption of death come when it 
must. If life is short, it seems unwise to spend 
so much of our time in rehearsals of a tragedy that 
can have only one performance. 

In the modern Tempest of Ireland, Yeats is 
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Ariel and A. E. is Prospero. He is the Master of 
the island. As a literary artist, he is not the equal 
of either of the two men whose work we have con- 
sidered ; but he is by all odds the greatest Person- 
ality. He holds over his contemporaries a spirit- 
ual sway that many a monarch might envy. Per- 
haps the final tribute to him is seen in the fact that 
even George Moore treats him with respect. 

One reason for this predominance is the man's 
sincerity. All those who know him regard him 
with reverence; and to us who know him only 
through his books and his friends, his sincerity is 
equally clear and compelling. He has done more 
than any other man to make Dublin a centre of 
intellectual life. At one time his house was kept 
open every Sunday evening, and any friend, 
stranger, or foreigner had the right to walk in 
without knocking, and take a part in the conver- 
sation. A. E. used to subscribe to every literary 
journal, no matter how obscure, that was printed 
in Ireland ; every week he would scan the pages, 
hoping to discover a man of promise. It was in 
this way he ^^ found'' James Stephens, and not 
only found him, but founded him. Many a strug- 
gling painter or poet has reason to bless the gra- 
cious assistance of George W. Bussell. 

It is a singular thing that the three great men 
of modern Ireland seem more like disembodied 
spirits than carnal persons. Synge always seems 
to those who read his books like some ghost, wak- 
ing the echoes with ironical laughter; I cannot 
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imagine A. E. putting on coat and trousers ; and 
although I once had the honour — ^which I grate- 
fully remember — of a long talk with W. B. Yeats, 
I never felt that I was listening to a man of flesh 
and blood. It is fitting that these men had their 
earthly dwelling in a sea-girt isle, where every 
foot of ground has its own superstition, and where 
the constant nusts are peopled with unearthly 
figures. 

I do not really know what mysticism is ; but I 
know that Mr. Yeats and Mr. Bussell are both 
mystics and of a quite different stamp. Mr. 
Yeats is not insincere, but his mysticism is a part 
of his art rather than a part of his mind. He is 
artistically, rather than intellectually, sincere. 
The mysticism of Mr. Bussell is fully as intellect- 
ual as it is emotional ; it is more than his creed ; 
it is his life. His poetry and his prose are not 
shadowed by his mysticism, they emanate from it. 
He does not have to live in another world when he 
writes verse, and then come back to earth when the 
dinner or the door bell rings ; he lives in the other 
world all the time. Or rather, the earth and com- 
mon objects are themselves part of the Universal 
Spirit, refiecting its constant activities. 

DUST 

I heard them in their sadness say 
''The earth rebukes the thought of Ood; 

We are but embers wrapped in clay, 
A little nobler than the sod/' 
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But I have tonched the lips of clay, 

MotheTi thy radest sod to me 
Is thrilled with fire of hidden day, 

And haunted by all mystery. 

The above poem, taken from the author's first 
volume, Homeward: Songs by the Way, does not 
reflect that homesickness of which A. E. speaks in 
his Preface. Homesickness is longing, yearning ; 
and there is little of any such quality in the work 
of A. E. Or, if he is really homesick, he is home- 
sick not like one who has just left home, but more 
like one who is certain of his speedy return thither. 
This homesickness has more anticipation than re- 
gret ; it is like healthy hunger when one is assured 
of the next meal. For assurance is the prime 
thing in A, E. 's temperament and in his work ; it 
partly accounts for his strong influence. Many 
writers today are like sheep having no shepherd ; 
A. E. is a shepherd. To turn from the wailing so 
characteristic of the poets, to the books of this 
high-hearted, resolute, candid, cheerful man, is 
like coming into harbour after a mad voyage. He 
moves among his contemporaries like a calm, able 
surgeon in a hospital. I suspect he has been the 
recipient of many strange confessions* His 
poetry has healing in its wings. 

Has any human voice ever expressed more 
wisely or more tenderly the reason why Our Lord 
was a man of sorrows? Why He spake to hu- 
manity in the language of pain, rather than in the 
language of delight f Was it not simply because, 
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in talking to us. He who could speak all langaages, 
used our own^ rather than that of His home coun- 

A LEADER 

Though your eyes -with teazs were blinds 

Pain upon the path yon trod: 
Well we knew, the hosts behind, 

Voice and shining of a god* 

For your darkness was our day. 

Signal fires, your pains untold, 
lit us on our wandering way 

To the mystic heart of gold. 

Kaught we knew of the high land. 

Beauty burning in its spheres; 
Sorrow we could understand 

And the mystery told in tears. 

Something of the secret of his quiet strength is 
seen in the following two stanzas, which close his 
poem Apocalyptic (1916) : 

It shall be better to be bold 
Than clothed in purple in that hour; 

The will of steel be more than gold; 
For only what we are is power. 

Who through the starry gate would win 

Must be like those who walk therein. 

Ton, who have made of earth your star, 
Cry out, indeed, for hopes made vain : 

For only those can laugh who are 
The strong Initiates of Pain, 

Who know that mighty god to be 

Sculptor of immortality. 

It is a wonderful thing — ^a man living in a house 
in Dublin, living a life of intense, ceaseless, and 
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extraordinarily diversified activity, travelling on 
life's common way in cheerful godliness, and shed- 
ding abroad to the remotest comers of the earth a 
mascnline serenity of souL 

James Stephens was not widely known until the 
year 1912, when he published a novel called The 
Crock of Gold; this excited many readers in Great 
Britain and in America, an excitement consider- 
ably heightened by the appearance of another work 
of prose fiction, The DeminOods, in 1914 ; and gen- 
erid curiosity about the author beoame rampant 
It was speedUy discovered that he was a poet as 
well as a novelist; that three years before his 
reputation he had issued a slim book of verse, 
boldly named Insurrections, the title being the 
boldest thing in it. By 1915 this neglected work 
had passed through four editions, and during the 
last six years he has presented to an admiring 
public five more volumes of poems, The HUl of 
Vision, 1912; Songs from the Clay, 1915; The Ad- 
ventures of Seumas Beg, 1915 ; Qreen Branches, 
1916, and Reincarnations, 1918. 

A. E. believed in him from the start ; and it was 
owing to the influence of A. E. that Insurrections 
took the form of a book, gratefully dedicated to 
its only begetter. Both patron and protege must 
have been surprised by its lack of impact, and still 
more surprised by the immense success of The 
Crock of Gold. The poems are mainly realistic, 
pictures of slimy city streets with slimy creatures 
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crawling on the pavements. It is an interesting 
fact that they appeared the same year of Synge 's 
Poems with Synge 's famous Preface counselling 
brutality, counselling anything to bring poetry 
away from the iridescent dreams of W. B. Yeats 
down to the stark realities of life and nature. 
They bear testimony to the catholic breadth of 
A. E. 's sympathetic appreciation, for they are as 
different as may be imagined from the spirit of 
mysticism. It must also be confessed that their 
absolute merit as poetry is not particularly re- 
markable ; all the more credit to the discernment 
of A. E., who described behind them an original 
and powerful personality. 

The influence of Synge is strong in the second 
book of verses, called The HUl of Vision, particu- 
larly noticeable in such a poem as The Brute. 
Curiously enougl^ Songs from the Clay is more 
exalted in tone than The Hill of Vision. The air 
is dearer and purer. But the author of The 
Crock of Gold and The Demi-Gods appears again 
in The Adventures of Seumas Beg. In these 
charming poems we have that triple combination 
of realism, humour, and fantasy that gave so 
original a flavour to the novels. They make a 
valuable addition to child-poetry ; for men, women, 
angels, fairies, Qod and the Devil are treated with 
easy familiarity, in practical, definite, conversa- 
tional language. These are the best fruits of 
imagination in rime* 
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THE DEVIL'S BAO 

I MW tbe Dml walkiiig down tbe lana 

Behind oar houe.^ Tbore wat n henTj btg 

Stripped tidily on hit ■hoaldori, and the rain 

Sinlad when it hit him* Ha picked a rag 

Up from the gronnd and pat it in hie aaflk^ 

And grinned and rubbed hie handa* There waa a thing 

Moving inaide the beg apon hie baek — 

It moat have been a aonl I leawitfling 

And twiat about inaide, and not a hole 

Or eranny for eaeape. Oh, it wee aad. 

I eried, and ahouled out, ^*L$t oui thai fouir 

But he tamed round, and, sure, hia face went mad. 

And twiated up and down, and he aaid ''HeUt" 

And ran away. • • • Oh, mammyl Vm not welL 

In 1916 Mr. Stephens published a threnody, 
Qreen Branches, which illngtrates still another 
side of his literary powers. There is organ-like 
mnsic in these noble lines. ISie sting of bitterness 
is drawn from death, and sorrow changes into a 
solemn rapture. 

In commenting on Synge's poem, The Curse, 1 
spoke of the delight the Irish have in hyperbolic 
carses; an excellent illustration of this may be 
found in Mr. Stephens' latest volume, Retncama- 
turns. There is no doubt that the poet as well as 
his imaginary imprecator found real pleasure in 
the production of the following ejaculations : 



RIGHTEOUS ANOEB 

The lanky hank of a she in the inn over there 
Nearly killed me for aaking the loan of a glaae of beer; 
Ifay the devil grip the wfaey-faeed alnt by the hair, 
And beat bad mannera ont of her akin for a year. 
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That parboiled imp, with the hardest jaw yon will see 
On virtue's path, and a voice that would rasp the dead. 
Came roaring and raging the minute she looked at me. 
And threw me out of the house on the baek of my headi 

If I asked her master he'd give me a cask a day; 
But she, with the beer at hand, not a gill would arrange I 
May she marry a ghost and bear him a kitten, and may 
The High King of Glory permit her to get the mange. 

Padraio Colum has followed the suggestion of 
Synge, and made deep excavations for the f ounda^ 
tions of his poetry. It grows up out of the soil 
like a hardy plant ; and while it cannot be called 
major work, it has a wholesome, healthy earthi- 
ness. It is realistic in a different way from the 
town eclogues of James Stephens ; it is not merely 
in the country, it is agrioultulral. His most im- 
portant book is Wild Earth, published in Dublin 
in 1901, republished with additions in New York 
in 1916. The smell of the earth is pxmgent in such 
poems as The Plougher and The Drover; while 
his masterpiece. An Old Womcm of the Roads, 
voices the primeval and universal longing for the 
safe shelter of a home. I wonder what those who 
believe in the abolition of private property are 
going to do with this natural, human passion f 
Private property is not the result of an artificial 
social code — ^it is the result of an instinct. The 
first three stanzas of this poem indicate its quality, 
expressing the all but inexpressible love of women 
for each stick of furniture and every household 
article. 
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0, to have a little homel 
To own the hearth and stool and alll 

The heaped np sods npon the flie. 
The pile of turf againtt the waUl 

To have a clock with weighta and chains 
And pendnlum swinging np and downl 

▲ diesMsr filled with shining delft, 
Speckled and white and bine and brownl 

I could be bnsy all the day 
Clearing and sweeping hearth and floor, 

And fixing on their shelf again 
My white and blue and speckled store! 

Lord DanBaiiy brought to public attention a new 
poet, Francis Ledwidge, whose one volume, Songs 
of the Fields, is full of promise. In October^ 
1914, he enlisted in Kitchener's first army, and 
was killed on the thirty-first of August, 1917. 
Ledwidge's poetry is more conventional than that 
of most of his Irish contemporaries, and he is at 
his best in describing natural objects. Such 
poems as A Rainy Day in April, and A Twilight in 
Middle March are most characteristic. But occa- 
sionally he arrests the ear with a deeper note. 
The first four lines of the following passage, taken 
from An Old Pain, might fittingly apply to a per* 
sonality like that of Synge : 

I hold the mind is the imprisoned soul, 
And all oar aspirations are its own 
Stroggles and strivings for a golden goal, 
That wear ns ont like snow men at the thaw. 
And we shall make onr Heaven where we have sown 
Onr pmple longings. OhI can the loved dead draw 
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Anear na what we moan, or watehing wait 
Our eoming in the woods wliere fint we mel. 
The dead leaves falling in their wild hair wet. 
Their hands upon the fastenings of the gatet 

A direct result of the spiritual inflnenoe of A. E. 
is seen in the poetry of Susan MitchelL She is 
not an imitator of his manner, but she reflects the 
mystical faitk Her little volume. The Living 
Chalice, is full of the beauty that rises from suf- 
fering. It is not the spirit of acquiescence or of 
resignation, but rather dauntless triumphant af- 
firmation. Her poems of the Christ-child have 
something of the exaltation of Christina Bossetti ; 
for to her mind the road to victory lies through the 
gate of Humility. Here is a typical illustration : 

THE HEART'S LOW DOOB 

O Earth, I will have none of thee. 

Alien to me the hmeiy plain, 
And the longh passion of the sea 

Stonns my unheeding heart in vain. 

The petulance of rain and wind. 
The haughty monntaina' auperh soonii 

Are but alight things Fve flung behindy 
Old gannents that I have out-worn. 

« 

Bare of the giudging grass, and hare 

Of the tall forest's oareless shade, 

Deserter from thee, Earth, I dare 

See all thy phantom brightness fade. 

And, darkening to the sun, I go 

To enter by the heart's low door, 
And find where Love's red embers glow 

A home, who ne'er had home before. 
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Thomas MaoDonagh (1878-1916) was, like so 
many of the young Irish writers of the twentieth 
century^ both scholar and poet In 1916 he pub- 
lished a prose critical work. Literature in Ireland, 
in which his two passions, love of art and love of 
country, are clearly displayed. His books of 
original verse include The Oolden Joy, 1906 : Songs 
of Myself, 1910, and others. He was a worshipper 
of Beauty, his devotion being even more religious 
than aesthetia The poems addressed to Beauty 
— of which there are comparatively many — ex- 
hibit the familiar yet melancholy disparity be- 
tween the vision in the poet's soul and tixe printed 
image of it This disparity is not owing to faulty 
technique, for his management of metrical effects 
shows ease and grace ; it is simply the lack of suf- 
ficient poetic vitality. Although his ambition as 
an artist appears to have been to write great odes 
and hymns to Beauty, his simple poems of Irish 
life are full of charm. The Wishes to My Son 
has a poignant tenderness. One can hardly read 
it without tears. And the love of a wife for '^her 
man'' is truly revealed in the last two stanzas of 
John-John. 

The neigbboiin' aliaine of me began 

When first I brought you in ; 
To wed and keep a tinker man 

They thought a kind of sin ; 
But now this three yean since you're gone 

'Tis pity me they do. 
And that Pd rather have. John-John, 

Than that they'd pity yon. 
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Pity for me and yon, John-Johiii 
I could not bear. 

Ohy you're my husband right enoughi 

But what's the good of thatf 
You know you never were the stuff 

To be the cottage eat. 
To watch the fire and hear me lock 

The door and put out Shep — 
But there now, it is six o'clock 

And time for you to step. 
God bless and keep you far, John-John I 

And that's my prayer. 

Joseph Campbell, most of whose work has been 
published under the Irish name Seosamh Mao- 
cathmhaoily writes both regular and free verse. 
He is close to the soil, and speaks the thoughts of 
the peasants, articulating their pleasures, their 
pains, and their superstitions. No deadness of 
conventionality dulls the edge of his art — ^he is an 
original man. His fancy is bold, and he makes 
no attempt to repress it. Perhaps his most strik- 
ing poem is / am the OUly of Christ — strange that 
its reverence has been mistaken for sacrilege! 
And in the little song, Oo, Ploughman, Plough, one 
tastes the joy of muscle, the revelation of the up- 
turned earthy and the promise of beauty in 
fruition. 

Gk), ploughman, plough 

The mearing lands. 

The meadow lands: 

The mountain lands: 

All life is bare 

Beneath your share. 

All lore is in your lusty hands. 
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Upy hufMii, now I 

And fltraight and tnia 

Lei every broken furrow nin: 

The strength yon sweet 

Shall blossom yet 

In golden glory to the sun. 

In 1917 Mr. Campbell published a beautiful 
volume, signed with his English name, embellished 
with his own drawings — one for each poem— <salled 
Earth of Cualann. Cualann is the old name for 
the County of Widdow, but it includes also a 
stretch to the northwest, reaching close to Dublin. 
Mr. Campbell's description of it in his preface 
makes a musical overture to the verses that follow. 
^'Wild and unspoilt, a country of cairn-crowned 
hills and dark, watered valleys, it bears even to 
this day something of the freshness of the heroic 
dawn." 

The work of Seumas 'Sullivan, bom in 1878, 
has often been likened to that of W. B. Yeats, but 
I can see little similarity either in spirit or in man- 
ner. The younger poet has the secret of melody 
and his verses show a high degree of technical ex- 
<^llence ; but in these respects he no more resem- 
bles his famous countryman than many another 
master. His best poems are collected in a volume 
published in 1912, and the most interesting of these 
give pictures of various city streets, Mercer Street 
(three). Nelson Street, Cuffe Street, and so on. 
In other words, the most original part of this 
poet's production is founded on reality. This 
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does not mean that he lacks imagination ; for it is 
only by imagination that a writer can portray and 
interpret familiar scenes. The more widely and 
easily their veracity can be verified by readers, the 
greater is the challenge to the art of the poet. 

Although the work of Herbert Trench is not 
particalarly identified with Ireland, he was bom 
in Codnty Cork, in 1865, and his first volume of 
poems (1901) was called Deirdre Wedded. He 
completed his formal education at Oxford, taking 
a first class in the Final Honour Schools, and be- 
coming a Fellow of All Souls. His poetical repu- 
tation, which began with the appearance of Apollo 
and the Seaman, in 1907, has been perceptibly 
heightened by the publication in 1918 of his col- 
lected works in two volumes. Poems, with Fables 
in Prose, saluted rapturously by a London critic 
under the heading * * Unforgettable Accents. ' ' No 
one can now tell whether they are unforgettable 
or not ; but his poems are certainly memorable for 
individual lines rather than for complete archi- 
tectural beauty. In the midst of commonplace 
composition single phrases stand out in a manner 
that almost startles the reader. 

We may properly add to our list the names of 
three Irish poets who are Americans. Maurice 
Francis Egan, full of years and honours, a scholar 
and statesman, giving notable service to America 
as our Minister to Denmark, has written poetry 
marked by tenderness of feeling and delicacy of 
art. His little book, Songs and Sonnets, pub- 
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lished in 1892, ezhibito the range of his work m 
well M anything that he has written. It is 
founded on a deep and pnre religions faith. . • • 
Norreys Jephson 'Conor is a yonng Irish-Ameri- 
can, a graduate of Harvard, and has already pub- 
lished three volumes of verse, Celtic Memories, 
which appeared in England in 1913, Beside the 
Blackwater, 1915, and Songs of the Celtic Past, 
1918 ; in 1916 he published a poetic play, The Fairy 
Bride, which was produced for the benefit of Irish 
troops at the front. American by birth and resi- 
dence, of Irish ancestry, he draws his inspiration 
almost wholly from Celtic lore and Celtic scenes. 
He is a natural singer, whose art is steadily in- 
creasing in authority. 

In 1918 immediate attention was aroused by a 
volume of poems called My Ireland, from Francis . 
Carlin. This is the work of a young Irishman, a 
New York business man, who, outside of the shop, 
has dreamed dreams. Many of these verses are 
full of beauty and charm. 

It will be seen from our review of the chief fig- 
ures among contemporary Irish poets that the 
jolly, jigging Irishman of stage history is quite 
conspicuous by his absence. He still gives his 
song and dance, and those who prefer musical- 
comedy to orchestral compositions can find him in 
the numerous anthologies of Anglo-Irish verse; 
but the tone of modem Irish poetry is spiritual 
rather than hearty. 

Whatever may be thought of the appropriate- 
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ness of the term *' Advance of English Poetry'' for 
my survey of the modem field as a whole, there is 
no doubt that it applies fittingly to Ireland. The 
last twenty-five years have seen an awakening of 
poetic activity in that island unlike anything 
known there before; and Dublin has become one 
of the literary centres of the world. When a new 
movement produces three men of genius, and a 
long list of poets of distinction, it should be recog- 
nized with respect for its achievement, and with 
faith in its future. 



CHAPTEB Vn 

AHEBIOAK VBTBBAK8 AND fOBBBt7KK£B8 



American Poetry in the ei^hteen-ninetiee — ^William Vaughn 
Moody — his early death a seriona loia to literature — George 
Santayana—a master of the sonnet— Robert Underwood John- 
son — his moral idealism— Richard Burton— his healthy op- 
timism — ^his growth — Edwin Markham and his famons poem- 
Ella Wheeler Wilcox — ^her additions to oar language — ^Edmund 
Vance Cooke— Edith M. Thomas— Henry yan Dyke— George E. 
Woodberry — his spiritual and ethereal quality — ^William Dud- 
ley Foulke — ^translator of Petrarch — ^the late H. K. Vield— his 
whimsicality — Gale Toung Rice— his prolific production — ^his 
versatility — Josephine P. Peabody — SurBum Corda — her child 
poeme — Edwin Arlington Robinson — a forerunner of the mod- 
em advance — ^his manliness and common sense-— intellectual 
qualities. 

To compel public recognition by a fresh volume of 
poems is becoming increasingly difficult. The 
country fields and the city streets are full of sing- 
ing birds; and after a few more springs have 
awakened the earth, it may become as impossible 
to distinguish the note of a new imagist as the 
note of an individual robin. When the publishers 
advertise the initial appearance of a poet, we 
simply say Another! The versifiers and their 
friends who study them through a magnifying 
glass may ultimately force us to classify the 
songsters into wild poets, gamy poets, barnyard 
poets, poets that hunt and are hunted. 

104 
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But in the last decade of the last century, poets 
other than migratory, poets who were winter resi- 
dents, were sufficiently uncommon. Indeed the 
courage required to call oneself a poet was con- 
siderable. 

Of the old leaders, Whitman, Whittier, and 
Holmes lived into the eighteen-nineties ; and when, 
in 1894, the last leaf left the tree, we could not 
help wondering what the next Maytime would 
bring forth. Had William Vaughn Moody lived 
longer, it is probable that America would have had 
another major poet. He wrote verse to please 
himself, and plays in order that he might write 
more verse ; but at the dawning of a great career, 
the veto of death ended both. As it is, much of his 
work will abide. 

Indiana has the honour of his birth. He was 
bom at Spencer, on the eighth of July, 1869. He 
was graduated at Harvard, and after teaching 
there, he became a member of the English Depart- 
ment of the University of Chicago. He died at 
Colorado Springs, on the seventeenth of October, 
1910. 

The quality of high seriousness, so dear to 
Matthew Arnold, was characteristic of everything 
that Mr. Moody gave to the public At his best, 
there is a noble dignity, a pure serenity in his 
work, which make for immortality. This dignity 
is never assumed ; it is not worn like an academic 
robe ; it is an integral part of the poetry. An Ode 
in Time of Hesitation has already become a classic^ 
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both for its depth of moral feeling and for its 
scnlptnred style. like so many other poets, Mr, 
Moody was an artist with pencil and brush as well 
as with the pen; his study of form shows in his 
language. 

George Santayana was bom at Madrid, on the 
sixteenth of December, 1863. His father was a 
Spaniard, and his mother an American. He was 
graduated from Harvard in 1886, and later became 
Professor of Philosophy, which position he re- 
signed in 1912, because academic life had grown 
less and less congenial, although his resignation 
was a matter of sincere regret on the part of both 
his colleagues and his pupils. Latterly he has 
lived in France. 

He is a professional philosopher but primarily 
a man of letters. His philosophy is interesting 
chiefly because the books that contain it are ex- 
quisitely written. He is an artist in prose and 
verse, and it seems unfortunate that his profes- 
sorial activity — as in the case of A. E. Housman — 
choked his Muse. For art has this eternal ad- 
vantage over learning. Nobody knows whether 
or not philosophical truth is really true; but 
Beauty is really beautiful. 

In 1894 Mr. Santayana produced—in a tiny 
volume limited to four hundred and fifty copies 
on small paper — Sonnets and Other Poems; and 
in 1899 a less important book, Lucifer: a Theo- 
logical Tragedy. No living American has written 
finer sonnets than our philosopher. In sincerity 



GEORGE SANTAYANA 197 

of feeling, in living language, and in melody they 
reach distinction. 

A waUy a waU around my garden rear^ 

And hedge me in from the disoonsolate hills; 

Give me but one of aU the mountain rills. 

Enough of ocean in its voice I hear. 

Come no profane insatiate mortal near 

With the contagion of his passionate ills;' 

The smoke of battle aU the valley fills, 

Let the eternal iiunlight greet me here. 

This spot is sacred to the deeper soul 

And to the piety that mocks no more. 

In nature's inmost heart is no uproar, 

None in this shrine ; in peace the heavens roll, 

In peace the slow tides pulse from shore to shore, 

And ancient quiet broods from pole to pole. 

world, thou ehoosest not the better part! 
It is not wisdom, to be only wise. 
And on the inward vision close the eyes, 
But it is wisdom to believe the heart. 
Columbus found a world, and had no chart. 
Save one that faith deciphered in the skies; 
To trust the soul's invincible surmise 
Was all his scioice and his only art. 
Our knowledge is a torch of smol^ pine 
That lights the pathway but one step ahead 
Across a void of mystery and dread. 
Bid, then, the tender light of faith to shine 
By whidi ialone the mortal heart is led 
Unto the thinking of the thought divine. 

ON A VOLUME OF SCHOLASTIC 
PHILOSOPHY 



What chilly cloister or what lattice 
Cast painted light upon this careful paget 
What thought compulsive held the patient sage 
Till sound of matin bell or evening hymnt 
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▼isioos of the Heayenly Lovor ■wim 
Before his eyes in yontb, or did stern ra^ 
Against rash bere^ keep green his agef 
Had he seen Ood, to write so mneh of Himf 
Oone is that irreeoverable mind 
With all its phantoms, senseless to mankind 
As a dream's trouble or the speech of birds. 
The breath that stirred his lips he soon resigned 
To windy chaos, and we only find 
The garnered husks of his disosM words. 

Robert Underwood Johnson was bom at Wash- 
ington, on the twelfth of January, 1853, and took 
his bachelor's degree at Earlham College, in In- 
diana, at the age of eighteen* When twenty years 
old, he became a member of the editorial staff of 
the Century MagasAne, and remained there exactly 
forty years. His first volume of poems. The Win^ 
ter Hour, was published in 1891, since which time 
he has produced many others. Now he is his own 
publisher, and two attractive books ^^ published by 
the author*' appeared in 1917 — Poems of War and 
Peace and Italian Rhapsody. 

Mr. Johnson is a conservative, by which he 
would mean that as editor, publicist, and poet, he 
has tried to maintain the highest standards in art, 
politics, morality, and religion. Certainly his 
services to his country have been important ; and 
many good causes that he advocated are now 
realities. There is no love lost between him and 
the ^^new'' school in poetry, and possibly each 
fails to appreciate what is good in the other. 

Moral idealism is the foundation of much of Mr. 
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Johnson's verse; he has written many occasional 
poems, poems supporting good men and good 
works, and poems attacking the omnipresent and 
well-organized forces of eviL I am quite aware 
that in the eyes of many critics such praise as that 
damns him beyond hope of redemption; but the 
interesting fact is, that although he has toiled for 
righteousness all his life, he is a poet. 

His poem, The Voice of Webster, although writ- 
ten years ago, is not only in harmony with con- 
temporary historical judgment (1918) but has a 
Doric dignity worthy of the subject There are 
not a few memorable lines : 

Forgetfal of the father in the son, 

Men praised in Lincoln what they hlamed in him. 

Always the friend of small and oppressed na- 
tions, whose fate arouses in him an unquenchable 
indignation, he published in 1908 paraphrases 
from the leading poet of Servia. In view of what 
has happened during the last four years, the first 
sentence of the preface to these verses, written by 
Nikola Tesla, has a reinforced emphasis — ^^ Hardly 
is there a nation which has met with a sadder fate 
than the Servian/' How curious today seems the 
individual or national pessimism that was so com- 
mon before 19141 Why did we not realize how 
(comparatively) happy we were then? Hell then 
seems like paradise now. It is as though an ath- 
letic pessimist should lose both legs. Shall we 
never learn anything from Edgar's wisdom f 
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godal Who is't can Bay '1 am at the wont'^t 

1 am worse than e'er I waa. 

Another poet^ who has had a long and honour- 
able career, is Biehard Burton. He was bom at 
Hartf ordy Conneotionty on the fourteenth of March, 
1859^ and was educated at Trinity and at Johns 
Hopkinsy where he took the doctor's degree in 
Anglo-Saxon, For the last twenty years he has 
been Professor of English Literature at the Uni- 
versity of Minnesota, and is one of the best teach- 
ers and lecturers in the country. He paradoxi- 
cally found his voice in a volume of original poems 
called Dumb in June, which appeared in 1895. 
Since then he has published many books of verse 
and prose — splays, stories, essays, and lyrics. 

He has shown steady development as a poet— 
Poems of Earth's Meaning (he has the habit of 
bad titles), which came out in 1917, is his high- 
water mark. I am glad that he reprinted in this 
volume the elegy on the death of Arthur Upson, 
written in 1910 ; there is not a false note in it. 

The personality of Biehard Burton shines 
dearly through his work ; cheerful manliness and 
cheerful godliness. He Imows more about human 
nature than many pretentious diagnosticians ; and 
his gladness in living communicates itself to the 
reader. Occasionally, as in Spring Fantasies, 
there is a subtlety easy to miss on a first or care- 
less reading. On the edge of sixty, this poet is 
doing his best singing and best thinking. 

Sometimes an author who has been writing all 
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his life will, under ihe fbuihlight of inspiratioii, 
reveal deep places by a f eir words formed into 
some phrase that boms its way into literature. 
This is the case witli Edwin Maxkham (bom 1852) 
who has produced many books, bot seems destined 
to be remembered for The Mam. With ike Hoe 
(1899). His other works are by no means negligi- 
ble, bat that one poem made the tdiole world kin. 
^ To a certain extent, the same may be said of Ella 
Wheeler Wilcox (bom 1855). In spite of an ex- 
cess of sentimentality, whidi is her besetting sni, 
she has written mndi excellent Terse. Two say- 
ings, however, win be remembered long after many 
of her contemporaries are forgotten : 

I^agh md file vmid kagiis vith joo, 
Weepf and joa weep alone. 

Fnrthermore, in these days of worid-tragedy, 
we an owe her a debt of gratitade for being the 
aatfaor of the phrase written many years ago: 



Ko qneetkia is ewer nettled 
Until it is seitJed right. 

The Intimate snccessor to James Whitoomb 
Biley is Edmnnd Vance Cooke (bom 1866). He 
has the same philMophy of cheerfol kindliness, 
founded on a shrewd knowledge of hnman nature. 
Verse is his mother tongne; and occasionany he 
rises above fluency and ingenuity into the pure air 
of imagination. 

kmcmg America's living veterans should be 
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named with respect Edith M. Thomas, who has 
been bravely singing for over thirty years. She 
was bom in Ohio on the twelfth of Angust, 1854, 
and her first book of poems appeared in 1885. 
She is an excellent illustration of just how far 
talent can go unaccompanied by the divine breath 
of inspiration. She has perhaps almost too much 
facility; she has dignity, good taste, an excellent 
command of a wide variety of metrical effects ; she 
has read ancient and modem authors, she is a 
keen observer, she is as alert and inquisitive now, 
as in the days of her youth ; and loves to use her 
abilities in cultivating the fruits of the spirit. I 
suspect that with the modesty that so frequently 
accompanies good taste, she understands her own 
limitations better than any critic could do. 

Her long faithfulness to the Muse ought to be 
remembered, now that poetry has come into its 
kingdom. 

\ Among our veteran posits should be numbered 
also Henry Van Dyke (bom 1852). His versa- 
tility is so remarkable that it has somewhat ob- 
scured his particular merit. His lyric Reliance is 
spiritually as well as artistically true : 

Not to the swift, the race : 
Not to the strong, the fight : 
Not to the righteous, perfect grace : 
Not to the wise, the light. 

But often faltering feet 
Come surest to the goal; 
And they who waJk in darkness meet 
The sunrise of the soul. 
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A thousand times by night 
The Syrian hosts have died; 
A thousand times the vanquished right 
Hath risen, glorified* 

The tmth by wise men sought 
Was spoken by a ehild; 
The alabaster box was brought 
In trembling hands defiled. 

Not from the toreh, the gleam, 
Bnt from the stars above: 
Not from my heart, life's erystal stream, 
Bnt from the depths of love. 

George E. Woodbeny (bom 1855), graduate of 
Harvard, a scholar, literary biographer, and critic 
of high standing, has been eminent among con- 
temporary American poets since the year 1890, 
marked by his book of verse. The North Shore 
Watch. In 1917 an interesting and valuable Study 
of his poetry appeared, written by Louis V. 
Ledoux, and accompanied by a carefully minute 
bibliography. I do not mean to say anything un- 
pleasant about Mr. Woodberry or the public, when 
I say that his poetry is too fine for popularity. It 
is not the raw material of poetry, like that of Carl 
Sandburg, yet it is not exactly the finished product 
that passes by the common name. It is rather the 
essence of poetry, the spirit of poetry, a clear 
flame — almost impalpable. **You may not be 
worthy to smoke the Arcadia mixture," well— we 
may not be worthy to read all that Mr. Woodberry 
writes. And I am convinced that it is not his 
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fault His poems of nature and his poems of love 
speak out of the spirit. He not only never 
^^ writes down'' to the public, it seems almost as if 
he intended his verse to be read by some race su* 
perior to the present stage of human development. 

But in his motion like an angel sings. 
Still quiring to the young-eyed eherubins; 
Such harmony is in immortal souls; 
But whilst this muddy vesture of deeay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 

William Dudley Foulke fnay fairly be classed 
with the Indiana group. He was born at New 
York in 1848, but has lived in Indiana since 1876. 
He has been conspicuous in much political and 
social service, but the soul of the man is found in 
his books of verse, most of which have been first 
printed in England. He is a lifelong student of 
Petrarch, and has made many excellent transla- 
tions. His best independent work may be found 
in a group of poems properly called Ad Patriam. 
I think such a sonnet as The City's Crown is fairly 
representative : 

What makes a city great t Huge piles of stone 
Heaped heavenward T Vast multitudes who dwell 

Within wide circling walls T Palace and throne 
And riches past the count of man to tell, 

And wide domain T Nay, these the empty husk! 

True glory dwells where glorious deeds are done, 
Where great men rise whose names athwart the duak 

Of misty centuries gleam like the sun! 
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In Athens^ Sparta, Florence, 'twas the soul 
That was the city's bright, immortal part, 

The splendour of the spirit was their goal. 
Their jewel, the unconquerable heart I 

So may the city that I love be great 
Till every stone shall be articulate. 

The early death of Herman Knickerbocker Viel6 
robbed America not only of one of her most bril- 
liant novelists, but of a poet of fine flavour. In 
1903 he published a tall, thin book, Random Verse, 
that has something of the charm and beauty of 
The Inn of the Silver Moon. In everything that 
he wrote, Mr. Viele revealed a winsome whimsi- 
cality, and a lightness of touch impossible except 
to true artists. It should also be remembered to 
his credit that he loved France with an ardour not 
so frequently expressed then as now. Indeed^ he 
loved her so much that the last four years of 
agony might have come near to breaking his heart. 
He was one of the finest spirits of the twentieth 
centui^. 

Cale Young Bice was bom in Kentucky^ on the 
seventh of December, 1872. He is a graduate of 
Cumberland University and of Harvard^ and his 
wife is the famous creator of Mrs. Wiggs. He 
has been a prolific poet, having produced many 
dramas and lyrics, which were collected in two 
stout volumes in 1915. In 1917 appeared two new 
works, Trails Sunward and Wraiths and Realities, 
with interesting prefaces, in which the anthologies 



206 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETBY 

of the ^^new'' poetry, their makers, editors, and 
defenders, are heartily cudgelled. Mr. Bice is a 
conservative in art, and writes in the orthodox 
manner ; although he is not afraid to make metri- 
cal experiments. 

I like his lyrical pieces better than his dramas. 
His verse-plays are good, but not supremely good ; 
and I find it difficult to read either blank verse 
or rimed drama, unless it is in the first class, 
where assuredly Mr. Bice's meritorious efforts do 
not belong. 

His songs are spontaneous, not manufactured. 
He is a natural singer with such facility that it is 
rather surprising that the average of his work is 
so good. A man who writes so much ought, one 
would think, to be more often than not, common- 
place ; but the fact is that most of his poems could 
not b^ turned into prose without losing their life. 
He has limitations instead of faults; within his 
range he may be counted on to give a satisfactory 
performance. By range I mean of course height 
rather than breadth. He is at home all over the 
earth, and his subjects are as varied as his style. 

Josephine Preston Peabody (Mrs. Marks) was 
bom at New York, and took her degree at Bad- 
cliffe in 1894. For two years she was a member 
of the English department of Wellesley (two syl- 
lables only). Her drama Marlowe (1901) gave 
her something like fame, though I have always 
thought it was overrated ; it is certainly inferior 
to The Death of Marlowe (1837), by Bichard Hen- 
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gist Home. In 1910 her play The Piper won the 
Stratf ord-on-Avon prize, and subsequently proved 
to be one of the most successful plays seen on the 
American stage in the twentieth century. It was 
produced by the New Theatre, the finest stock 
company ever known in America. 

Josephine Peabody has written other dramas, 
and has an enviable reputation as a lyric poet. 
The burden of her poetry is Sursunt Cordal As 
I read modem verse, I am forced to the conclu- 
sion that men and women require a vast deal of 
comforting. The years preceding the war seem 
in the retrospect happy, almost a golden age; 
homesickness for the England, France, Italy, 
America that existed before 1914 is almost a uni- 
versal sentiment ; yet when we read the verse com- 
posed during those days of prosperous tranquil- 
lity, when youth seemed comic rather than tragic, 
we find that half the poets spent their time in 
lamentation, and the other half in first aid. An 
enormous number of lyrics speak as though de- 
spondency were the normal condition of men and 
women ; are we really all sad when alone, engaged 
in reading or writing? ** Every man is grave 
alone,'' said Emerson. I wonder. 

So many i>oets seem to tell us that we ought not 
absolutely to abandon all hope. The case for 
living is admittedly a bad one ; but the poets be- 
seech us to stick it. Does every man really go 
down to business in the naorning with his jaw set? 
Does every woman begin the day with compressed 
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lipsy determined somehow to pull through till aft- 
ernoon? Even the nature poets are always tell- 
ing us to look at the birds and flowers and cheer 
up. Is that all botany and zoology are good forf 
Have we nothing to learn from nature but — ^buck 
upf 

I do not mean that Josephine Peabody's poems 
resemble glad Polyanna, but I was driven to these 
divagations by the number of cheery lyrics that 
she has felt it necessary to write. Now I find it 
almost as depressing to be told that there is hope 
as to be told that there isn't. 

I met Poor Sorrow on the way 

As I come down the yean ; 
I gave him everything I had 

And looked at him through tears. 

''But, Sorrow, give me here again 

Some little sign to show; 
For I have given all I own; 

Yet have I far to go." 

Then Sorrow charmed my eyes for me 

And hallowed them thus far; 
''Look deep enough in every dark, 

And you shall see the star." 

The first two poems in The Harvest Moon 
(1916) are very fine; but sometimes I think her 
best work is found in a field where it is difficult to 
excel — ^I mean child poetry. Her Cradle Song is 
as good as anything of hers I know, though I could 
wish she had omitted the parenthetical refrain. I 
hope readers will forgive me — ^though I know they 
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won't — ^for saying that Dornti, dormi tu sonnds 
like a triumphant exclamation at the sixteenth 
hole. 

An American poet who won twenty-two years 
ago a reputation with a small volume, who ten 
years Ihter seemed almost forgotten, and who now 
deservedly stands higher than ever before is Ed- 
win Arlington Bobinson. He was bom in Maine, 
on the twenty-second of December, 1869, and 
studied at Harvard University. In 1896 he pub- 
lished two poems. The Torrent and The Night 
Before; these were included the next year in a 
volume called The Children of the Night. His suc- 
cessive books of verse are Captain Craig, 1902; 
The Town Down the River, 1910 ; The Man Against 
the Sky, 1916 ; Merlin, 1917 ; and he has printed two 
plays, of which Van Zorn (1914) despite its chill- 
ing reception, is exceedingly good. 

Mr. Bobinson is not only one of our best known 
American contemporary poets, but is a leader and 
recognized as such. Many write verses today be- 
cause the climate is so favourable to the Muse's 
somewhat delicate health. But if Mr. Bobinson is 
not a germinal writer, he is at all events a pre- 
cursor of the modem advance. The year 1896 was 
not opportune for a venture in verse, but the 
Gardiner poet has never cared to be in the rear- 
ward of a fashion. The two i>oems that he pro- 
duced that year he has since surpassed, but they 
clearly demonstrated his right to live and to be 
heard. 
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The prologue to the 1897 volnme contained his 
platform, which, so f aV a8 I know, he has never 
seen cause to change. Despite the title, he is not 
an infant crying in the night ; he is a full-grown 
man, whose voice of resonant hope and faith is 
heard in the darkness. His chief reason for be- 
lieving in Ood is that it is more sensible to believe 
in Him than not to believe. His religion, like his 
art, is founded on common sense. Everything 
that he writes, whether in drama, in lyrics, or in 
prose criticism, is eminently rational. 

There is one ereed, and only one, 

That glorifies Clod's exeellenee; 
So cherish, that His will be done. 

The eonunon ereed of eonunon sense. 

It is the erimsoni not the grey. 
That charms the twilight of all time; 

It is the promise of the day 
That makes the starry sky sublime. 

It is the faith within the fear 
That holds as to the life we cnzse;— 

So let ns in onrselyes revere 
The Self which is the Uniyersel 

Let ns, the Children of the Night, 
Put off the cloak that hides the sear I 

Let ns be Children of the laghtf 
And tell the ages what we are I 

This creed is repeated in the sonnet Credo, 
later in the same volume, which also contains those 
rather striking portraits of individuals, of which 
the most impressive is Richard Cory. More than 
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one critic has observed that these dry sketdies are 
in a way forerunners of the Spoon River An- 
thology. 

The next book. Captain Craig, rather disap- 
pointed the eager expectations of the poet's ad- 
mirers; like Carlyle's Frederick, the man finally 
turns out to be not anywhere near worth the intel- 
lectual energy expended on him. Tet this volume 
contained what is on the whole, Mr. Robinson's 
masterpiece — Isaac and Archibald. We are given 
a striking picture of these old men, and I suppose 
one reason why we recognis&e the merit of this 
poem so much more clearly than we did sixteen 
years ago, is because thb particular kind of char- 
acter-analysis was not in demand at that time. 

The figure of the man against the sky, which 
gives the name to the work published in 1916, does 
not appear, strictly speaking, till the end of the 
book. Tet in reality the first poem, Flammonde, 
is the man against the sky-line, who looms up 
biggest of all in his town as we look back. This 
fable teaches us to appreciate the unappreciated. 

Mr. Robinson's latest volume. Merlin , may 
safely be neglected by students of his work. It 
adds nothing to his reputation, and seems unchar- 
acteristic I can find little in it except diluted 
Tennyson, and it won't do to dilute Teimjrson. 
One might almost as well try to polish him. It 
is of course possible that Mr. Robinson wished to 
try something in a romantic vein ; but it is not his 
vein. He excels in the clear presentment of char- 
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aoter; in pith; in sharp outline; in aolid, mas- 
online effort; his voice is baritone rather than 
tenor. 

To me his poetry is valuable for its moral 
Btimnlns; for its nnadonied honesty and sincer- 
ity; for its dear rather than warm singing. He 
is an excellent draughtsman; everything that he 
has done has beanty of line ; anything pretentions 
is to him abhorrent He is more map-maker than 
painter. He is of course more than a maker of 
maps. He has drawn many an intricate and ac- 
curate diart of the deeps and shallows of the 
human sonL 



CHAPTER Vm 

TAOHEIi UNDSAY AND BOBEBT FBOBT 

lindaay the Cymbalist — first impressions-Harriet Monroe's 
Magazine — ^training in art — ^the long vagabond tramps— cor- 
rect order of his works — ^his drawings — the 'Toem Game''— 
The Congo — General WiUiam Booth — ^wide sweep of his imag- 
ination — sudden contrasts in sound — ^his prose works — his in- 
terest in moving pictures — an apostle of democracy — ^a wan- 
dering minstrel — his vitality — a primary man — art plus moral- 
ity—bis geniality — ^a poet and a missionary — bis fearlessness 
—Robert Frost — the poet of New England — ^his paradoxical 
birth — his education — ^his career in England — ^his experiences 
on a farm — bis theory of the spoken word — an out-door poet — 
not a singer — ^lack of range — ^interpreter as well as observer 
—pure realism — crural tragedies — centrifugal force — ^men and 
women — suspense — ^the building of a poem — the pleasure of 
recognition — ^his sincerity — ^his truthfulness. 

''But you — ^you can help so much more. Tou can help spir- 
itually. Ton can help to shape thingSi give form and thought 
and poignancy to the most matter-of-fact existence; show peo- 
ple how to think and live and appreciate beauty. What does 
it matter if some of them jeer at yon, or trample on your 
woricT What matters is that those for whom your message 
is intended will know you by your work.^ 

— Staot AvuoviMBf Ju$t Outiide. 

Of all living Amerioans who have oontributed to 
the advance of English poetry in the twentieth 
oentniy, no one has given more both as prophet 
and priest than Vachel Lindsay. His poems are 
notable for originality, pictorial beanty, and thrill- 
ing mnsic. He belongs to no modem schooli but 
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is doing his beat to found one ; and vben I think 
of his love of a loud noise, I call him a Cymbalist. 
Yet when I nse the word noise to describe 
his verse, I use it not only in its present, but in 
its earlier meaning, as when Edmund Waller 
saluted Chloris with 

While I lut«n to thy voice, 
Chloris I I feel my life dec^; 

Thftt powerful noise 
Calls my flitting soul away. 

This use of the word, meaning an agreeable, 
harmonious sound, was current from Chaucer to 
Coleridge. 

My first acquaintance with Mr. Lindsay's poetry 
began with a masterpiece, Oeneral William Booth 
Enters into Heaven. Early in the year 1913, be- 
fore I had become a subscriber to Harriet Mon- 
roe's Poetry, I found among the clippings in the 
back of a copy of the Independent this extraordi- 
nary burst of music I carried it in my pocket for 
months. Nothing since Francis Thompson 's In No 
Strange Land had given me such a spinal chill. 
Later I learned that it had appeared for the first 
time in the issue of Poetry for January, 1913. All . 
lovers of verse owe a debt of gratitude to Miss 
Monroe for bringing the new poet to the attention 
of the public; and all students of contemporerry 
movements in metre ought to subscribe to her 
monthly magazine ; the numbers naturally vary in 
value, but almost any one may contain a "find"; 
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as I discovered to my pleasure in reading Niagara 
in the summer of 1917. 

Nicholas Vachel Lindsay— Vachel rimes with 
Rachel — ^was born at Springfield, Illinois-^which 
rimes with boy — on the tenth of November, 1879. 
His pen name omits the Nicholas. For three 
years he was a student at Hiram College in Ohio, 
and for five years an art student, first at Chicago, 
and then at New York. This brings us to the year 
1905. From that year until 1910 he drew strange 
pictures, lectured on various subjects, and wrote 
defiant and peculiar ^^ bulletins." At the same 
time he became a tramp, making long pilgrimages 
afoot in 1906 through Florida, Georgia, the 
Carolinas, and in 1908 he invaded in a like man- 
ner some of the Northern and Eastern States. 
These wanderings are described with vigour, 
vivacity, and contagious good humour in his book 
called A Hdndy Guide for Beggars. His wallet 
contained nothing but printed leaflets — ^his poems 
— ^which he exchanged. for bed and board. He was 
the Evangelist of Beauty, preaching his gospel 
everywhere by reciting his verses. In the sum- 
mer of 1912 he walked from Illinois to New Mexico. 

To understand his development, one should 
read his books not according to the. dates of formal 
publication, but in the following order : A Handy 
Guide for Beggars, Adventures While Preaching 
the Gospel of Beauty, The Art of the Moving 
Picture — ^these three being mainly in prose. Then 
one is ready for the three volumes of poetry, 
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General WiUiam Booth Enters into Heaven 
(1913), The Congo (1914), and The Chinese Night- 
ingale (1917). Another prose work is well under 
way. The Golden Book of Springfield, concerning 
which Mr. Lindsay tells me, '^The actual Golden 
Book is a secular testament about Springfield, to 
be given to the city in 2018, from a mysterious 
source. My volume is a hypothetical forecast of 
the times of 2018, as well as of the Golden Book. 
Frankly the Lindsay the reviewers know came 
nearer to existing twelve years ago than today, 
my manuscripts are so far behind my notes. And 
a thing that has helped in this is that through 
changing publishers, etc., my first prose book is 
called my latest. If you want my ideas in order, 
assume the writer of the Handy Guide for Beg- 
gars is just out of college, of Adventures While 
Preaching beginning in the thirties, and the Art 
of the Moving Picture half-way through the 
thirties. The Moving Picture book in the last half 
embodies my main social ideas of two years ago. 
In mood and method, you will find The Golden 
Book of Springfield a direct descendant of the gen- 
eral social and religious philosophy which I 
crowded into the photoplay book whether it be- 
longed there or not. I hope you will do me the 
favour and honour to set my work in this order in 
your mind, for many of my small public still think 
A Handy Guide for Beggars the keynote of my 
present work. But it was really my first wild 
dash.'' 



VACHEL LINDSAY 217 

The above letter was written 8 Angnst, 1917. 

like many creative writers, Mr. Lindsay is an 
artist not only with the pen, but with the penoil. 
He has made drawings since ohildhood; drawing 
^ and writing still divide his time and energy. The 
first impression one receives from the pictures is 
like that produced by the poems — strangeness. 
The best have that Baconian element of strange- 
ness in the proportion which gives the final touch 
to beauty; the worst are merely bizarre. He 
says^ ^^My claim for them is that while laboured 
and struggling in execution, they represent a 
study of Egyptian hieroglyphics and Japanese 
art, two most orthodox origins for art, and have 
no relation whatever to cubism, post-impression- 
ism, or futurism. ... I have been very fond of 
Swinburne all my life, and I should say my draw- 
ing is nearer to his ornate mood than any of my 
writing has been. But that is a matter for your 
judgment. ' ' I find his pictures so interesting that 
I earnestly hope he will some day publish a large 
collection of them in a separate volume. 

One of his latest developments is the idea of the 
Poem Game, which is elaborated with interesting 
poetic illustrations in the volume called The Chu 
nese Nightingale. In giving his directions and 
suggestions in the latter part of this book, he 
remarks, ^^The present rhymer has no ambitions 
as a stage manager. The Poem Qame idea, in 
its rhythmic picnic stage, is recommended to 
amateurs, its further development to be on their 
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own initiative. Informal parties might divide 
into groups of dancers and groups of chanters. 
The whole might be worked out in the spirit in 
which children play King William was King 
James's Son, London Bridge. . . . The main revo- 
lution necessary for dancing improvisers, who 
would go a longer way with the Poem Game idea, 
is to shake off the Isadora Duncan and the Bus- 
sian precedents for a while, and abolish the or* 
chestra and piano, replacing all these with the 
natural meaning and cadences of English speech. 
The work would come closer to acting than danc- 
ing is now conceived." 

Here is a good opportunity for house parties, 
in the intervals of Red Cross activities; and at 
the University of Chicago, 15 February, 1918, 
The Chinese Nightingale was given with a full 
chorus of twelve girls, selected for their speaking 
voices. From the testimony of one of the pro- 
fessors at the university, it is clear that the per- 
formance was a success, realizing something of 
Mr. Lindsay's idea of the union of the arts, with 
Poetry at t}ie centre. 

Among the games given in verse by the author 
in the latter part of The Chinese Nightingale 
volume is one called The Potatoes* Dance, which 
appears to me to approach most closely to the 
original purpose. It is certainly a jolly poem. 
But whether these games are played by laughing 
choruses of youth or only by the firelight in the 
fancy of a solitary reader, the validity of Vachel 
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Lindsay's claim to the title of Poet may be settled 
at once by witnessing the transformation of a 
filthy mmhole into a sunlit forest As Edmond 
Bostand looked at a dunghill, and saw the vision 
of Chantecler, so Vachel Lindsay looked at some 
drunken niggers and saw the vision of the Congo. 

Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel roonii 

Barrel-house kings, with feet unstable, 

Sagged and reeled and pounded on the table. 

Pounded on the table, 

Beat an empty barrel with the handle of a broom. 

Hard as they were able, 

Boom, boom. Boom, 

With a silk umbrella and the handle of a broom, 

Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Booic. 

Then I had religion. Then I had a vision, 

I oould not turn from their revel in derision. 

Then I saw the Congo, creeping through the black, 

CUTTINQ THROUGH THE FOREST WITH A GOLDEN TRACK. 

Then along that river bank 

A thousand miles 

Tattooed cannibals danced in files; 

Then I heard the boom of the blood-lust song 

And a thigh-bone beating on a tin-pan gong. • • • 

A negro fairyland swung into view, 

A minstrel river 

Where dreams come true. 

The ebony palace soared on high 

Through the blossoming trees to the evening sky. 

The inlaid i>orches and easements shone 

With gold and ivory an^ elephant-bone. . . . 

Just then from the doorway, as fat as shotes. 

Came the cake-walk princes in their long red coats, 

Canes with a brilliant lacquer shine. 

And tall silk hats that were red as wine. 

And they pranced with their butterfly partners there, 

Coal-black maidens with pearls in their hair, 
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Knee-fkirU trinuiMd with the jaitamine sweet. 
And bells on tbeir ankles and litUe black-feet 



There are those who call this nonsense and its 
author a mountebank. I call it poetry and its 
author a poet Yon never heard anything like it 
before; but do not be afraid of your own enjoy- 
ment. Bead it aloud a dozen times, and you, too, 
will hear roaring, epic music, and you wiU see the 
vnghty^ golden river cutting through the forest. 

I do not know how many towns I have visited 
where I have heard '^ What do you think of Vachel 
Lindsay? He was here last month and recited 
his verses. Most of his audience were puzzled." 
Yet they remembered him. What would have 
happened if I had asked them to give me a brief 
synopsis of the lecture they heard yesterday on 
< < The Message of John Buskin ' ' T Fear not, little 
flock. Vachel Lindsay is an authentic wandering 
minstrel. The fine phrases you heard yesterday 
were like snow upon the desert's dusty face, light- 
ing a little hour or two, is gone. 

General WUHam Booth Enters into Heaven — 
with the accompanying instruments, which blare 
out from the printed page— is a sublime interpre- 
tation of one of the varieties of religious experi- 
ence. Two works of genius have been written 
about the Salvation Army — Major Barbara and 
General William Booth Enters into Heaven. But 
Major Barbara, with its almost appalling clever- 
ness — Granville Barker says the second act is the 
finest thing Shaw ever composed — ^is written. 
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after all, from the seat of the scornful, like a 
metropolitan reporter at a Qospel tent ; Mr. Lind- 
say 's poem is written from the inside, from the 
very heart of the mystery. It is interpretation, 
not description. '^ Booth was blind," says Mr. 
Lindsay; '^all reformers are blind." One must 
in turn be blind to many obvious things, blind to 
ridicule, blind to criticism, blind to the wisdom 
of this world, if one would understand a phenom- 
enon like General Bpoth. 

Booth led boldly with his big bass dram — 

(Are you washed in tiie blood of the Lambt) 

The Saints smiled gravely and they said : ''He's come." 

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lambt) 

Walking lepers f oUowed, rank on rank, 

Lurching bravoes from the ditches dank, 

Drabs from the alleyways and drug fiends pal4 

Minds still passion-ridden, soul-powers frail: — 

Vermin-eaten saints with mouldy breath, 

Unwashed legions with the ways of Death — 

(Are you washed in the blood of the LambT) 

And when Booth halted by the curb for prayer 

He saw his Master thro' the flag-filled air. 

Christ came gently with a robe and crown 

For Booth the soldier, while the throng knelt down. 

He saw King Jesus. They were face to face. 

And he knelt a-weeping in that holy place. 

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lambt) 

Dante and Milton were more snccessfnl in mak- 
ing pictures of hell than of heaven — ^no one has 
ever made a common conception of heaven more 
permanently vivid than in this poem. 
See how amid the welter of crowds and the 
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deafening orash of dnuns and banjos the individ- 
ual faces stand oat in the golden light. 

Big-voieed lassies made their banjos bang, 
Tranced, fanaiieal they shrieked and sang. . . . 
Bnll-necked convicts with that land make free. . . . 
The lame were straightened, withered limbs uncurled 
And blind eyes opened on a new, sweet world. . . • 
Gone was the weasel-head, the snout, the jowll 
Sages and sibyls now, and athletes clean. 
Rulers of empires, and of forests greenl 

It is a pictorial, musical, and spiritual master- 
piece. I am not afraid to call it a spiritual mas- 
terpiece ; for to any one who reads it as we should 
read all true poetry, with an unconditional sur- 
render to its magic, General William Booth and 
his horde will not he the only persons present 
who will enter into heaven. 

Vachel Lindsay needs plenty of room for his 
imagination — the more space he has in which to 
disport himself 9 the more impressive he becomes. 
His strange poem, How I Walked Alone in the 
Jungles of Heaven, has the vasty sweep con- 
genial to his powers. Simon Legree is as ac- 
curate an interpretation of the negro 's conception 
of the devil and of hell as General William Booth 
is of the Salvation Army's conception of heaven, 
though it is not so fine a poem. When he rises 
from hell or descends from heaven, he loves big, 
boundless things on the face of the earth, like the 
Western Plains and the glory of Niagara. The 
contrast between the bustling pettiness of the 
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artificial city of Buffalo and the eternal fresh 
beauty of Niagara is like Bunyan's vision of the 
man busy with the muck-rake while over his head 
stood an angel with a golden crown. 

Within the town of Buffalo 
Are prosy men with leaden eyes. 
Like ants they worry to and fro, 
(Important men, in Buffalo). 
Bnt only twenty miles away 
A deathless gloiy is at play: 
Niagara, Niagara. . • • 

Above the town a tiny bird, 
A shining speck at sleepy dawn, 
Forgets the ant-hill so absurd. 
This self-imi>ortant Buffalo. 
Descending twenty miles away 
He bathes his wings at break of day- 
Niagara, Niagara. 

True poet that he is, Vachel Lindsay loves to 
show the contrast between transient noises that 
tear the atmosphere to shreds and the eternal 
beauty of unpretentious melody. After the thun- 
der and the tightning comes the still, small voice. 
Who ever before thought of comparing the roar 
of the swiftly passing motor-cars with the sweet 
singing of the stationary birdt Was there ever 
in a musical composition a more startling change 
from fortissimo to pianissimo? 

Listen to the iron-horns, ripping, racking, 
Listen to the quack-horns, slack and eladdng. 
Way down the road, trilling like a toad, 
Here comes the dice-horn, here comes the vtee-hom. 
Here comes the anarhhoxUf brawUhom, lewd-hortXp 
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Followed by the pnefe-horn, bleak and iqiieflliiDg; — 
(Some of tfaem from Koiuwa, eome of thein from Kmbum.) 
Men eomci the hod-ham, phd-ham, tod-boTB, 
JivfermoTt-to-roam-hora, toam-hora, hom€-horn, 
(Some of them from Kansas, eomo of tfacm from Kaasu.) 

Far mwty the fUcbel-Jene 

Kot defeated by the honm, 

8i[iK« amid a hedge of thoma:— 

"Lore and life, 

Eternal yontb — 

Sireet, iweet, sweet, iweet. 

Dew and (flory, 

Lore and tmtb, 

Sweet, aweet, iweet, aweet." 

Of Mr. Lindsay's prose works the one first writ- 
ten, A Handy Guide for Beggars, is by all odds 
the best. Even if it did not contain mnsical 
cadenzas, any reader woald know that the aathor 
was a poet. It is Toll of the spirit of joyons yoang 
manhood and reckless adventure, and laaghs its 
way into oar hearts. There is no reason why 
Mr, Lindsay shonld ever apologize for this book, 
even if it does not represent his present attitude ; 
it is as individnal as a diary, and as oniversal as 
yooth. His later prose is more carefnl, possibly 
more thonghtfnl, more fall of information; bat 
this has a toach of genias. Its saccessor, Adven- 
tures While Preaching the Gospel of Beauty, does 
not qaite recapture the first fine careless rapture. 
Yet both must be read by students of Mr. Lind- 
say's verse, not only because they display his 
personality, bat because the original data of many 
poems can be found among these experiences of 
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the road. For example, The Broncho That Woidd 
Not Be Broken, which first appeared in 1917, is 
the rimed version of an incident that happened 
in July, 1912. It made an indelible impression 
on the amateur farmer, and the poem has a poig* 
nant beauty that nothing will ever erase from the 
reader's mind. I feel certain that I shall have a 
vivid recollection of this poem to the last day of 
my life, assuming that on that last day I can 
remember anything at all. 

A more ambitious prose work than either of the 
tramp books is The Art of the Moving Picture. 
It is rather singular that Mr. Lindsay, whose 
poetry primarily appeals to the ear, should be so 
profoundly interested in an art whose only appeal 
is to the eye. The reason, perhaps, is twofold. 
He is professionally a maker of pictures as well 
as of chants, and he is an apostle of democracy. 
The moving picture is the most democratic form of 
art that the world has ever seen. Maude Adams 
reaches thousands; Mary Pickford reaches mil- 
lions. It is clear that Mr. Lindsay wishes that 
the limitless influence of the moving picture may 
be used to elevate and ennoble America ; for here 
is the greatest force ever known through which 
his gospel may be preached— the gospel of beauty. 

like so many other original artists, Mr. Lind* 
say's poetry really goes back to the origins of 
the art. As John Masefield is the twentieth cen- 
tury Chaucer, so Vachel Lindsay is the twentieth 
century minstrel. On the one occasion when he 
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their way as the stage-directions of J. M. Barrie. 
They not only show the aim of the poet ; they ad- 
mit the reader immediately into an inner com- 
munion with the spirit of the poem. 

Every one who reads The Congo or who hears 
it read cannot help enjoying it; which is one 
reason why so many are afraid to call it a great 
poem. For a similar reason, some critics are 
afraid to call Percy Grainger a great composer, 
because of his numerous and delightful audacities. 
Yet The Congo is a great poem, possessing as ii 
does many of the high qualities of true poetry. 
It shows a splendid power of imagination, as fresh 
as the forests it describes ; it blazes with glorious 
colours; its music transports the listener with 
climax after climax; it interprets truthfully the 
spirit of the negro race. 

I should not think of attempting to determine 
the relative position of Percy Qrainger in music 
and of Vachel Lindsay in poetry; but it is clear 
that both men possess an amazing vitality. Is 
it not the lack of vital force which prevents so 
many accomplished artists from ever rising above 
the crowd? I suppose we have all read reams 
on reams of magazine verse exhibiting technical 
correctness, exactitude in language, and pretty 
fancy; and after a momentary unspoken tribute 
to the writer's skill, we straightway forget. But 
when a poem like Danny Deever appears, it is 
vain to call it a music-hall ballad, or to pretend 
that it is not high art ; the fact is that the worst 
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memory in the world wUl retain it. Such a poem 
comes like a breeze into a close chamber; it is 
charged with vitality. We are in contact with a 
new force — a force emanating from that mysteri- 
ous and inexhaustible stream whence comes every 
manifestation of genius. To have this super- 
vitality is to have genius ; and although one may 
have with it many distressing faults of expression 
and an unlimited supply of bad taste, all other 
qualities combined cannot atone for the absence of 
this one primal element. Indeed the excess of 
wealth in energy is bound to produce shocking ex- 
crescences; our Springfield poet is sometimes ab- 
surd when he means to be sublime, bizarre when 
he means to be picturesque. The same is true of 
Walt Whitman — it is true of all creative writers 
whom John Burroughs calls primary men, in dis- 
tinction from excellent artists who remain in the 
secondary class. Mark Twain, Budyard Kipling, 
Walt Whitman, John Masefield, Vachel Lindsay 
are primary men. 

I have often wondered who would write a poem 
worthy of the Grand Canyon of the Colorado. 
Vachel Lindsay is the only living American who 
could do it, and I hope he will accept this chal- 
lenge. Its awful majesty can be revealed only 
in verse; for it is one of the very few wonders 
of the world which no photograph and no paint- 
ing can ever reproduce. Who ever saw a picture 
that gave him any, conception of this incomparable 
spectacle t 
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In order to understand the primary impulse 
that drove Mr. Lindsay into writing verse and 
making pictures, one ought to read first of all his 
poem The Tree of Laughing Bells, or The Wings 
of the Morning. The first half of the title ex- 
hibits his love of resounding harmonies ; the sec- 
ond gives an idea of the range of his imagination. 
His finest work always combines these two ele- 
mentSy melody and elevation, ^^and singing still 
dost soar, and soaring ever singest. " I hope that 
the picture he drew for The Tree of Laughing 
Bells may some time be made available for all 
students of his work, as it was his first serious 
design. 

Vachel Lindsay is essentially honest, for he 
tries to become himself exactly what he hopes 
the future American will be. He is a Puritan with 
a passion for Beauty; he is a zealous reformer 
filled with FalstafiSan mirth; he goes along the 
highway, singing and dancing, distributing tracts. 
*' Apollo's first, at last the true God's priest." 

We know that two mighty streams, the Benais- 
sance and the Beformation, which flowed side by 
side without mingling, suddenly and completely 
merged in Spenser's Faery Queene. That im- 
mortal song is a combination of ravishing sweet- 
ness and moral austerity. Later the Puritan be- 
came the Man on Horseback, and rode roughshod 
over every bloom of beauty that lifted its delicate 
head. Despite the genius of Milton, supreme 
artist plus supreme moralist, the Puritans man- 
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aged somehow to force into the common mind an 
antagonism between Beauty and Morality whidi 
peraiats even unto this day. There is no reason 
why those two contemporaries, Oscar Wilde and 
the Bey. Charles H. Spurgeon, should stand be- 
fore the London public as the champions of con- 
tending armies ; for Beauty is an end in itself , not 
a means, and so is Conduct 

In the best work of Vachel Lindsay, we find 
these two qualities happily married, the zest for 
beauty and the hunger and thirst after righteous- 
ness. He made a soap-box tour for the Anti- 
Saloon League, preaching at the same time the 
Gospel of Beauty. As a rule, reformers are lack- 
ing in the two things most sedulously cultivated by 
conunercial travellers and life-insurance agents, 
tact and humour. If these interesting orders of 
the Knights of the Boad were as lacking in genial- 
ity as the typical reformer, they would lose their 
jobs. And yet fishers of men, for that is what all 
reformers are, try to fish without bait, at the same 
time making much loud and offensive speech. 
Then they are amazed at the callous indifference 
of humanity to ^' great moral issues." 

Vachel Lindsay is irresistibly genial. Nor is 
any of this geniality made up of the professionally 
ingratiating smile ; it is the f oimdation of his tem- 
perament. What has this got to do with his 
poetry f It haa everything to do with it It gives 
him the key to the hearts of children ; to the basic 
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savagery of a primitive black or a poor white; 
to peripatetic harvesters; to futurists, imagists, 
blue-stockings, pedants of all kinds ; to evangelists, 
college professors, drunken sailors, tramps whose 
robes are lined with vermin. He is the great 
American democrat, not because that is his politi- 
cal theory,* but simply because he cannot help it 

His attitude toward other schools of art, even 
when he has nothing in conmion with them, is posi- 
tively affectionate. Oould there be two poets more 
unlike in temperament and in style than Mr. Lind- 
say and Mr. Masters! Yet in the volume. The 
Chinese Nightingale, we have a poem dedicated 
^ ^ to Edgar Lee Masters, with great respect. ' ' He 
speaks of ^Hhe able and distinguished Amy 
Lowell,^' and of his own poems ^^ parodied by my 
good friend, Louis Untermeyer.'* He says, "I 
admire the work of the Imagist Poets. We ex- 
change fraternal greetings. . . . But neither my 
few heterodox pieces nor my many struggling 
orthodox pieces conform to their patterns. . . . 
The Imagists emphasize pictorial effects, while 
the Higher Vaudeville exaggerates musical ef- 
fects. Imagists are apt to omit rhyme, while in 
my Higher Vaudeville I often put five rhymes on 
a line.'* 

Impossible to quarrel with Vachel Lindsay. 
His stock of genial tolerance is inexhaustible, and 
makes him regard not only hostile humans, but 
even destructive insects, with inquisitive affection. 
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I vMi lh« lU^i ia ttMir piid* to noMiiL 
I will Dol kin on* gnaihoppcr wmn 
Tliongh he mIs a bok ia my ihirt like a door. 
I lot him onty givo him ono duuMo mora 
Pmhmp%, vhUo ho gnawi my hot ia hio whim, 
OrMihoppor lyries ooeor to hiai. 

Doring hio trampa, the parents who unwiUingly 
received him diaoovered, when he began to recite 
atoriea to their children, that they had entertained 
an angel nnawarea; and I have not the alig^test 
donbt that on the f reqnent occaaiona when hia ap- 
plication for food and lodging waa received with 
a volley of oarsea, he honestly admired the noble 
flnency of hia enemy. When he was harvesting, 
the singing stacker became increasingly and dis- 
tressingly pornographic ; instead of rebuking him 
for foulness, which would only have bewildered 
the stacker, Mr. Lindsay taught him the first 
stanza of Swinburne's chorus. ''The next morn- 
ing when my friend climbed into our barge to 
ride to the field he began : 

Whoa tho hoaada of spriag ore oo wiater't tnee§, 
Tho mother of moaths, ia aioadow or plaia, 
the ihadoi 



< Dammit, what's the rest of itt IVe been trying 
to recite that piece all night.' Now he has the 
first four stanzas. And last evening he left for 
Dodge City to stay overnight and Sunday. He 
was resolved to purchase AtaUmta in Calydon and 
find in the Public Library The Lady of Shalott 
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and The Blessed Damozel, besides paying the 
usual visit to his wife and children.'' 

If a man cannot understand music, painting, 
and poetry without loving these arts, neither can 
'a man understand men and women and children 
without loving them. This is one reason why even 
the cleverest cynicism is never more than half the 
truth, and usually less. 

Mr. Lindsay is a poet, and a missionary. As a 
missionary, he wishes all Americans to be as 
good judges of poetry as they are, let us say, of 
baseball. One of the numerous joys of being a 
professional ball-player must be ihe knowledge 
that you are exhibiting your art to a prodigious 
^ assembly of qualified critics. John Sargent knows 
that the majority of persons who gaze at his 
picture of President Wilson are incompetent to 
express any opinion ; his subtlety is lost or quite 
misunderstood; but Tyrus Raymond Cobb knows 
that the thousands who daily watch him during the 
simmier months appreciate his consummate mas- 
tery of the game. Vachel Lindsay, I suppose, 
wants millions not merely to love, but to detect 
the finer shades of the poetic art. 

If he set out to accomplish this dream by lower- 
ing the standards of poetry, then he would debase 
the public and be a traitor to his guild. But his 
method is uncompromising — ^he taught the harv- 
ester not Mrs. Hemans, but Swinburne. He calls 
his own verse the higher vaudeville. But The 
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Congo 1% the higher vaudeville as Macbeth is the 
higher melodrama. A^d there is neither melo- 
drama nor vaudeville in Abraham Lincoln Walks 
at Midnight — a poem of stem and solemn majesty. 

Mr. Lindsay is true to the oldest traditions of 
poetry in his successful attempts to make his 
verses ring and sing. He is hoth antique and 
antia But he is absolutely contemporary, *' mod- 
em/' ''new/' in his fearlessness. He has this in 
common with the practicers of free verse, with 
the imagistSy with the futurists; he is not in the 
least afraid of seeming ridiculous. There can be 
no progress in art until artists overcome wholly 
this blighting fear. It is the lone individual, 
with his name stamped all over him, charging into 
the safely anonymous mass; but that way lies 
the Advance. 

When Thomas Carlyle took up the study of 
Oliver Cromwell, he found that all previous his- 
torians had tried to answer this question : What 
is the mask that Oliver woret And suddenly the 
trae answer came to him in the form of another 
question : What if it should prove to be no mask 
at all, but just the man's own facet So there are 
an increasingly large number of readers who are 
discerning in the dauntless gambols of Vachel 
Lindsay, not the mask of buffoonery, wom to at- 
tract attention, but a real poet, dancing gaily with 
brondios, children, field-mice and potatoes. 

Such unquenchable vitality, such bubbling ex- 
uberance, cannot always be graceful, cannot al- 
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ways be impressive. But the blunders of an or- 
iginal man are sometimes more fruitful than the 
correctness of a copyist Furthermore, blunders 
sometimes make for wisdom and truth. Let us 
not forget Vachel Lindsay's poem on Columbus: 

Would that we had the fortunes of Columbu8| 
Sailing his caravels a trackless way, 
He found a Universe — ^he sought Cathay. 
God give such dawns as when, his venture o'er, 
The Sailor looked upon San Salvador. 
Ood lead us past the setting of the sun 
To wixard islands, of august surprise; 
God make our blunders wise. 

COLD PASTORAL! 

The difference between Vachel Lindsay and 
Bobert Frost is the difference between a drum- 
major and a botanist The former marches gaily 
at the head of his big band, looking up and around 
at the crowd ; the latter finds it sweet 

with unuplifted eyes 
To pace the ground, if path be there or none. 

Bobert Frost, the poet of New England, was 
born at San Francisco, and published his first vol- 
ume in London. Midway between these two cities 
lies the enchanted ground of his verse ; for he be- 
longs to New England as whoUy as Whittier, as 
truly as Mr. Lindsay belongs to Illinois. He 
showed his originality so early as the twenty*sixth 
of March, 1875, by being bom at San Francisco ; 
for although I have known hundreds of happy 
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Califomians, men and women whose love for 
their great State is a religion, Hobert Frost is the 
only person I ever met who was bom there. That 
beantifnl country is frequently used as a spring- 
board to heaven; and that I can understand, 
for the transition is less violent than from some 
other points of departure. But why so few na- 
tives f 

Shamelessly I lift the following biographical 
facts from Miss Amy Lowell's admirable essay on 
our poet. At the age of ten, the boy was moved 
to Lawrence, Massachasetts. He went to school, 
and disliked the experience. He tried Dartmouth 
and later Harvard, staying a few months at the 
first and two years at the second. Between these 
academic experiences he was married. In 1900 
he began farming in New Hampshire. In 1911 
he taught school, and in 1912 went to England. 
His first book of poems, A Boy's Will, was pub- 
lished at Ix)ndon in 1913. The review in The 
Academy was ecstatic. In 1914 he went to live 
at Ledbnry, where John Masefield was bom, and 
where in the neighbourhood dwelt W. W. Gibson. 
His second volume, North of Boston, was pub- 
lished at London in 1914. Miss Lowell quotes a 
sentence, full of insight, from the review in the 
Times. "Poetry barns up oat of it, as when a 
faint wind breathes upon smouldering embers." 
In March, 1915, Mr. Frost returned to America, 
bringing his reputation with him. He bought a 
farm in New Hampshire among the mountains. 
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and in 1916 appeared his third volume, Mountain 
Interval. 

Was there ever a better illustration of the un- 
critical association of names than the popular 
coupling of Robert Frost with Edgar Lee Mas- 
ters! They are similar in one respect; they are 
both poets. But in the glorioud army of poets, 
it would be difficult to find two contemporaries 
more wholly unlike both in the spirit and in the 
form of their work than Mr. Frost and Mr. Mas- 
ters. Mr. Frost is as far from free verse as he 
can stretch, as far as Longfellow; and while he 
sometimes writes in an ironical mood, he never 
indulges himself in cynicism. As a matter of 
fact, Mr. Frost is nearer in his art to Mr. Lind- 
say than to Mr. Masters ; for his theory of poetry, 
which I confess I cannot understand, requires the 
poet to choose words entirely with reference to 
their spoken value. 

His poetry is more interesting and clearer than 
his theories about it. I once heard him give a 
combination reading-lecture, and after he bad 
read some of his poems, all of which are free from 
obscurity, he began to explain his ideas on how 
poetry should be written. He did this with charm- 
ing modesty, but his ^* explanations'' were opaque. 
After he had continued in this vein for some time, 
he asked the audience which they would prefer to 
have him do next — ^read some more of his poems, 
or go on talking about poetry f He obtained from 
his hearers an immediate response, picked up his 
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book, and read in admirable fashion his excellent 
verse. We judge poets by their poems, not by 
their theories. 

Robert Frost is an ont-door poet Even when 
he gives a picture of an interiori the people are 
always looking out of the windows at something 
or other. In his poems we follow the procession 
of the seasons, with the emphasis on autumn and 
winter. One might be surprised at the infre- 
quency of his poems on spring, were it not for 
the fact that his knowledge of the country is so 
precise and definite. Spring is more beautiful in 
the city than in the country; it comes with less 
alloy. No one has ever drawn a better picture of 
a country road in the pouring rain, where ''the 
hoof -prints vanish away.'' 

In spite of his preoccupation with the exact 
value of oral words, he is not a singing lyrist. 
There is not much hel canto in his volumes. Nor 
do any of his poems seem spontaneous. He is 
a thoughtful man, given to meditation ; the mean- 
est flower or a storm-bedraggled bird will lend 
him material for poetry. But the expression of 
his poems does not seem naturally fluid. I sus- 
pect he has blotted many a line. He is as de- 
liberate as Thomas Hardy, and cultivates the 
lapidary style. Even in the conversations fre- 
quently introduced into his pieces, he is as eco- 
nomical with words as his characters are with 
cash. This gives to his work a hardness of out- 
line in keeping with the New England tempera- 
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ment and the New Hampshire climate. There is 
no doubt that much of his peculiarly effective 
dramatic power is gained by his extremely care- 
ful expenditure of language. 

It is, of course, impossible to prescribe bound- 
ary lines for a poet, although there are critics who 
seem to enjoy staking out a poet's claim. While 
I have no intention of building futile walls around 
Mr. Frost's garden, nor erecting a sign with the 
presumptuous prohibition of trespassing beyond 
them, it is dear that he has himself chosen to 
excel in quality of produce rather than in variety 
and range. In the first poem of the first volume, 
he concludes as follows : 

They would not find me changed £rom him th^ knew — 
Only more sore of all I thought was true. 

This is certainly a precise statement of the impres- 
sion made on the reader who studies his three 
books in chronological order. A Boy's WiU, as 
befits a youth who has lived more in himself than 
in the world, is more introspective than either 
North of Boston or Mountain Interval; but this 
habit of introspection gave him both the method 
and the insight necessary for the accurate study 
of nature and neighbours. He discovered what 
other people were like, simply by looking into his 
own heart. And in A Boy's Will we find that 
same penetrating examination of rural scenes and 
common objects that gives to the two succeeding 
works the final stamp of veracity. I do not re- 



240 ADVANCE OF ENGLISH POETRY 

member ever having seen a phrase like the follow- 
ing, though the phrase instantly makes the famil- 
iar picture leap into that empty space ever be- 
fore the reader's eye — that space, which like bare 
wall-paper, seems to demand a picture on its sur- 
face. 

Or highway where the slow wheel pours the 
sand. 

It is fortunate that the law of diminishing re- 
turns — ^which every farmer is forced to heei — 
does not apply to pastoral poets. Out of the same 
soil Bobert Frost has successfully raised three 
crops of the same produce. He might reply that 
in the intervals he has let the ground lie fallow 
— ^but my impression is that he is really working 
it all the time. 

The sharp eye of the farmer sees nothing missed 
by our poet, but the poet has interpretation as 
well as vision. He not only sees things but sees 
things in their relations; and he knows that not 
only is everything related to every other thing, 
but that all things are related to the eternal mys- 
tery, their source and their goaL This is why 
the yellow primrose is so infinitely more than a 
yellow primrose. This also explains why the 
poems of Mr. Frost, after stirring us to glad rec- 
ognition of their fidelity, leave us in a revery. 

His studies of human nature are the purest 
realism. They are conversations rather than 
arias, for he uses the speaking, not the singing 
voice. Poets. are always amazing us, and some 
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day Robert Frost may astonish me by writing a 
romantic ballad. It would surely be a surprise, 
for with his lack of operatic accompUshment, and 
his fondness for heroes in homespun, he would 
seem almost ideally unfitted for the task. This 
feeling I find strengthened by his poem called 
An Equal Sacrifice, the only one of his pieces 
where anything like a ballad is attempted, and the 
only one in all three books which seems to be an 
undeviating failure. It is as flat as a pancake, 
and ends with flat moralizing. Mr. Frost is par- 
ticularly unsuccessful at preaching. 

No, apart from his nature poems, his studies of 
men and women are most impressive when they 
follow the lines of Doric simplicity in the manner 
of the powerful stage-plays written by Susan 
GlaspelL The rigidity of the mould seems all the 
better fitted for the suppressed passion it con- 
tains, just as liquid fire is poured into a vessel 
with unyielding sides. His two most successful 
poems of this kind are Home Burial, in North of 
Boston, and Snow, in Mountain Interval. The 
former is not so much a tragedy as the concen- 
trated essence of tragedy. There is enough pain 
in it to furnish forth a dozen funerals. It has 
that centrifugal force which Mr. Calderon so bril- 
liantly suggests as the main characteristic of the 
dramas of Chekhov. English plays are centri- 
petal ; they draw the attention of the audience to 
the group of characters on the stage; but Chek- 
hov's, says Mr. Calderon, are centrifugal; they 
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throw our regard off from the actors to the whole 
class of humanity they represent Just such a 
remark applies to Uome Burial; it makes the 
reader think of the thousands of farmhouses dark- 
ened by similar tragedies. Nor is it possible to 
quote a single separate passage from this poem, 
for each line is so necessary to the total effect 
that one must read every word of it to feel its 
significance. It is a masterpiece of tragedy.. And 
it is curious, as one continues to think about it, 
as one so often does on finishing a poem by Robert 
Frost, that we are led first to contemplate the 
number of such tragedies, and finally to eon- 
template a stretch of life of far wider range — 
the broad, profound difference between a man 
and a woman. Are there any two creatures on 
God's earth more unlike t In this poem the 
man is true to himself, and for that very reason 
cannot in his honest, simple heart comprehend 
why he should appear to his own wife as if he 
were some frightful monster. He is perplexed, 
amazed, and finally enraged at the look of loath- 
ing in the wide eyes of his own mate. It was a 
little thing — ^his innocent remark about a birch 
fence — that revealed to her that she was living 
with a stranger. Grief never possesses a man as 
it does a woman, except when the grief is exclu- 
sively concerned with his own bodily business, as 
when he discovers that he has cancer or tooth- 
ache. To the last day of human life on earth, it 
will seem incomprehensible to a woman that a 
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man, on the occasion of a death in the family, can 
sit down and eat with gasto a hearty meal. For 
bodily appetite, which is the first thing to leave 
a woman, is the last to leave a man; and when 
it has left every other part of his frame, it some- 
times has a repulsive survival in his eyes. The 
only bridge that can really cross this fathomless 
chasm between man and woman is the bridge of 
love. 

The dramatic quality of Snow is suspense. The 
object through which the suspense is conveyed to 
the reader is the telephone, employed with such 
tragic effect at the Grand OuignoL Mr. Frost's 
art in colloquial speech has never appeared to 
better advantage than here, and what a wave of 
relief when the voice of Meserve is heard ! It is 
like a resurrection. 

In order fully to appreciate a poem like Mend- 
ing Wall, one should hear Mr. Frost read it. He 
reads it with such interpretative skill, with subtle 
hesitations and pauses for apparent reflection, 
that the poem grows before the audience even as 
the wall itself. He hesitates as though he had a 
word in his hands, and was thinking what would 
be exactly the best place to deposit it — even as 
the farmer holds a stone before adding it to the 
structure. For this poem is not written, it is 
built. It is built of separate words, and like the 
wall it describes, it takes two to build it, the 
author and the reader. When the last line is 
reached, the poem is finished. 
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Nearly every page in the pnptry of Robert Frost 
gives 118 the pleasare of recognition. He is not 
only sincere, he ib truthful— by which I mean that 
he not only wishes to tcU the truth, but succeeds 
in doing so. This is the fundamental element in 
his work, and will, I believe, give it permanence. 

GOOD HOURS 

I had for my wint«r evening walk — 
No one &t all with whom to talk, 
Bnt I bad the cottagea in a row 
Up to their ihining «yes in mow. 

And I thought I had the folk within: 
I had the loand of a violin; 
I had a glimpse through curtain laces 
Of jonthfnl forma and youthful f acei. 

I had inch company outward bound. 
I went till there were no cottages found. 
I turned and repented, but coming back 
I saw BO window but that wai black. 

Over the snow my creaking feet 
Disturbed the ilnmbering village street 
Like profanatioD, by your leave. 
At ten o'clock of a winter eve. 

A poem like that gives not only the pleasure of 
recognition ; it has an indescribable charm. It is 
the charm when joy fades, not into sorrow, but 
into a deep, abiding peace. 
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AMY LOWELLi ANKA BBAKOH, SDQAB LEE MA8TSB8| 

LOUIS UKTEBMSYBB 

Amy Lowell—^ patiiciaa — ^a radical — ^her edueation — ^tier 
yean of preparation — ^vigour and verBatility-— definitiopB of 
free verse and of poetry — Whitman's influence — ^the imagists 
— Pattema — ^her first book — her rapid improvement— «word 
blades — ^her gift in narrative — ^polyphonic prose— -Anna 
Hempstead Branch — her dramatic power — domestic poems — 
tranquil meditation — an orthodox poet — ^Edgar Lee Masters— 
his education — Qreek inspiration — ^a lawyer — Beedy'a Mirror 
— the Anthologif — ^power of the past — ^mental vigour — simi- 
larity and variety — ^irony and sarcasm — ^passion for truth- 
accentuation of uglinesB^-analysis — a masterpiece of cynicism 
— an ideal side — ^the dramatic monologue — defects and limita- 
tions — ^Louis Untermeyer — ^his youth — the question of beauty 
— three characteristics — a gust of life — Still Life — old maids 
— ^burlesques and parodies — ^the newspaper humourists — ^F. P. 
A. — ^his two books — ^his influence on English composition. 

Among the many American women who are writ- 
ing verse in the twentieth century, two stand out 
— ^Amy Lowell and Anna Branch. And indeed I 
can think of no woman in the history of our poetry 
who has surpassed them. Both are bone-bred 
New Englanders. No other resemblance occurs 
to me. 

It is interesting that a cosmopolitan radical like 
Amy Lowell should belong ancestrally so exclus- 
ively to Massachusetts, and to so distinguished a 
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family. She is a bom patrician, and a reborn 
liberal James Bossell Lowell was a consln of 
Miss Lowell's grandfather, and her maternal 
grandfather, Abbott Lawrence, was also Minister 
to England. Her eldest brother, nineteen years 
older than she, was the late Fercival Lowell, a 
scientific astronomer with a poetic imagination; 
he was one of the most interesting and charming 
personalities I ever knew. His constant encour- 
agement and example were powerful formative in- 
fluences in his sister's development. Another 
brother is the President of Harvard, Abbott Law- 
rence Lowell, through whose dignified, penetrat- 
ing, sensible, authoritative speeches and writings 
breathes the old Massachusetts love of liberty. 

Courage is a salient characteristic in Amy 
LoweU. She is afraid of nothing, not even of her 
birthday. She was bom at BrookUne, on the 
ninth of Febraary, 1874. "Like all young poets, 
I was influenced by everybody in turn, but I think 
the person who affected me most profoundly was 
Keats, although my later work resembles his so 
lillle. I am a collector of Keats manuscripts, and 
have spent much time in studying his erasures and 
corrections, and they taught me most of what I 
know about poetry; they, and a very interesting 
book which is seldom read today — ^Leigh Hunt's 
Imagination and Fancy. I discovered the exist- 
ence of Keats through that volume, as my family 
read very little of what was considered in those 
days 'modem poetry'; and, although my father 
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had Eeats in his library, Shelley was barred, on 
account of his being an atheist. I ran across this 
volume of Leigh Hunt's when I was about fifteen 
and it turned me definitely to poetry/' {Letter 
of March, 1918.) 

When she was a child, her family took her on a 
long European tour ; in later years she passed one 
winter on the Nile, another on a fruit ranch in Cali- 
fornia, another in visiting Greece and Turkey. Li 
1902 she decided to devote her life to writing 
poetry, and spent eight years in faithful study, 
effort, and practice without publishing a word. 
In the Atlantic Monthly for August, 1910, ap- 
peared her first printed verse ; and in 1912 came 
her first volume of poems, A Dome of Many-Col- 
oured Glass, the title being a quotation from the 
forbidden Shelley. Since that year she has been 
a notable figure in contemporary literature. Her 
reputation was immensely heightened and wid- 
ened by the publication of her second book, Sword 
Blades and Poppy Seed, in 1914. In 1916 came 
the third volume. Men, Women, and Ghosts. 

She has been a valiant fighter for poetic theory, 
writing many articles on Free Verse, Imagism, 
and kindred themes ; and she is the author of two 
works in prose criticism, Six French Poets, in 
1915, and Tendencies in Modern American Poetry, 
in 1917, of which the former is the more valuable 
and important. In five years, then, from 1912 
to 1917, she produced three books of original verse, 
two taU volumes of literary criticism, and a large 
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number of magazine poems and essays — a remark- 
able record both in quantity and quality. 

Vigour and versatility are the words that rise 
in one's mind when thinking of the poetry of 
Amy LowelL It is absurd to class her as a dis- 
ciple of free verse, or of imagism, or of poljrphonic 
prose ; she delights in trying her hand at all three 
of these styles of composition, for she is an ex- 
perimentalist ; but much of her work is in the 
strictest orthodox f orms, and when she has what 
the Methodists used to call liberty, no form or its 
absence can prevent her from writing poetry. 

I can see no reason for either attacking or de- 
fending free verse, and if I had any influence 
with Miss Lowell, I should advise her to waste no 
more time in the defence of any school or theory, 
because the ablest defence she or any one else can 
make is actually to write poetry in the manner in 
which some crystallized critics say it cannot be 
done. True poetry is recognizable in any gar- 
ment ; and ridicule of the clothes can no more af- 
fect the identity of the article than the attitude 
of Penelope's suitors toward the rags of Ulysses 
affected his kingship. Let the journalistic wits 
have their fling; it is even permissible to enjoy 
their wit, when it is as cleverly expressed as in 
the following epigram, which I believe appeared 
in the Chicago Tribune: **Free verse is a form 
of theme unworthy of pure prose embodiment de- 
veloped by a person incapable of pure poetic ex- 
pression." Not at all bad; but as some one said 
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of O. K. Chesterton, it would be unfair to apply 
to wit the test of truth. It is better to remember 
Coleridge 's remark on poetry : ^ ^ The opposite 
of poetry is not prose but science ; the opposite of 
prose is not poetry but verse. ' ' Perhaps we could 
say of the polyphonic people that they are well 
versed in prose. 

The amazing growth of free verse during the 
last ten years has surprised no one more than me, 
and it has convinced me of my lack of prophetic 
clairvoyance. Never an idolater of Walt Whit- 
maui I have also never been blind to his genius; 
as he recedes in time his figure grows bigger and 
bigger, like a man }n the moving pictures leav- 
ing the screen. But I used to insist rather em- 
phatically that although he was said to be both 
the poet of democracy and the poet of the future, 
he was in fact admired mostly by literary aristo- 
crats ; and that the poets who came after him were 
careful to write in strict composition. In the 
'nineties I looked around me and behold, Kipling, 
Phillips, Watson and Riley were in their work 
at the opposite extreme from Walt Whitman ; he 
had not a single disciple of unquestioned poetic 
standing. Now, in the year of grace 1918, though 
he is not yet read by the common people — a thou- 
sand of whom read Longfellow to one who reads 
Whitman — ^he has a tribe of followers and imita- 
tors, many of whom do their utmost to reach his 
results by his methods, and some of whom enjoy 
eminence. 
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Those who are interested in the growth of 
imagist poetry in English should read the three 
slender anthologies published respectively in 
1915, 1916, and 1917, called Some Imagist Poets, 
each containing poems nowhere previously 
printed. The short prefaces to the first two vol- 
umes are models of modesty and good sense, 
whether one likes imagist poetry or hates it. Ac- 
cording to this group of poets, which is not a 
coterie or a mutual admiration society, but a 
few individuals engaged in amicable rivalry at the 
same game, the principles of imagism are mainly 
six, of which only the second is a departure from 
the principles that have governed the production 
of poetry in the past. First, to use the exact 
word: second, to create new rhythms: third, to 
allow absolute freedom in the choice of subject; 
fourth, to present an image: fifth, to produce 
poetry that is hard and clear : sixth, to study con- 
centration. 

There are six poets adequately represented in 
each volume; but the best poem of all is Patterns, 
by Amy Lowell. In spite of having to carry six 
rules in her head while writing it — ^for if one is 
determined to be ^^free" one must sufficiently in- 
dicate the fact — she has written a real poem. It 
strictly conforms to all six requirements, and is 
at the same time simple, sensuous, passionate. 
I like it for many reasons^— because it is real, in- 
timate, confidential; because it narrates a tragic 
experience that is all too common in actual 
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life ; because its tragedy is enhanced by dramatic 
contrasts, the splendour of the bright, breezy, 
sunlit garden contrasting with the road of 
ashen spiritual desolation the soul must take; 
the splendour of the gorgeous stiff brocade and 
the futility of the blank, soft, imprisoned flesh; 
the obstreperous heart, beating in joyous har- 
mony with the rhythm of the swaying flowers, 
changed by one written word into a desert of 
silence. It is the sudden annihilation of purpose 
and significance in a body and mind vital with it ; 
so that as we close the poem we seem to see for 
ever moving up and down the garden path a stiff, 
brocaded gown, moving with no volition. The 
days will pass : the daffodils will change to roses, 
to asters, to snow; but the unbroken pattern of 
desolation will change not. 

Publication is as essential to a poet as an audi- 
ence to a playwright; Keats realized this truth 
when he printed Endymion. He knew it was full 
of faults and that he could not revise it. But he 
also knew that its publication would set him free, 
and make it possible for him immediately to write 
something better. This seems to have been the 
case with Amy Lowell. Her first book, A Dome of 
Many-Coloured Glass, does not compare for a 
moment with Sword Blades and Poppy Seed. It 
seems a harsh judgment, but I find under the dome 
hardly one poem of unusual merit, and some of 
them are positively bad. Could anything be flatter 
than the first line of the sonnet To John Keatsf 
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Great maBterl Boyish, sympathetie man I 

The second volume. Sword Blades and Poppy 
Seed, which came two years later, showed a re- 
markable advance, and gave its author an en- 
viable position in American literature. An ad- 
mirable preface reveals three characteristics — 
reverence for the art of poetry, determination 
not to be confined to any school, and a refresh- 
ingly honest confession of hard labour in learning 
how to make poems. As old Quarles put it in 
the plain-spoken seventeenth century, 

I see no virtues where I smell no sweat. 

The first poem, which gives its name to the vol- 
ume, is written in the lively octosyllabics made 
famous by Christmas Eve. The sharpness of her 
drawings, one of her greatest gifts, is evident in 
the opening lines: 

A drifting, Aprili twilight sky, 

A wind which blew the puddles dry, 

And slapped the river into waves 

That ran and hid among the staves 

Of an old wharf. A watery light 

Touched bleak the granite bridge, and white 

Without the slightest tinge of gold, 

The city shivered in the cold. 

Soon the traveller meets a man who takes him 
to an old room, full of the symbols of poetry — 
edged weapons, curiously and elegantly wrought, 
together with seeds of poppy. Poems may be 
divided into two classes, stimulants and seda- 
tives. 
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All books are either dieamSy or swords, 
You can eat, or you can drug, with words. 

Tennyson's poetry is mainly soothing, which is 
what lazy and tired people look for in any form 
of art, and are disappointed when they do not 
find it ; the poetry of Donne, Browning, Emerson 
is the sword of the spirit ; it is the opposite of an 
anaesthetic. Hence when readers first meet it, 
the effect is one of disturbance rather than re- 
pose, and they think it cannot be poetry. Yet in 
this piece of symbolism, which itself is full of 
beauty. Amy Lowell seems to say that both 
reveille and taps are wrought by musio— one is 
as much the legitimate office of poetry as the 
other. But although she classifies her poems in 
this volume according to the opening pair of sym- 
bols, and although she gives twice as much space 
to poppies as to swords, her poetry is always more 
stimulating than soothing. Her poppy seeds 
won't work; there is not a soporific page in the 
whole book. 

One of the reasons why her books are so in- 
teresting is because she knows how to tell a story 
in verse. In her romances style waits on matter, 
like an attentive and thoroughly trained band- 
maid. Both poetry and incident are sustained 
from beginning to end ; and the reader would stop 
more often to admire the flowers along the path 
if he were not so eager to know the event. In 
this particular kind of verse-composition, she has 
shown a steady development. The first real il- 
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lustra tion of hor powers is seen in The Or eat Ad- 
venture of Max Brueck, in Poppy Seed, though 
why so stirring a poem is thns classified is to me 
quite mysterious; yet when we compare this ^'ef- 
fort" with later poems like Pickthorn Manor and 
The Cremona Violin we see an advance both in 
vigour and in technique which is so remarkable 
that she makes her earlier narrative seem almost 
immature. A poet is indeed fortunate who can 
defeat that most formidable of all rivals — ^her 
younger self. In The Cremona Violin we have an 
extraordinary combination of the varied abilities 
possessed by the author. It is an absorbing tale 
full of drama, incident, realism, romanticism, im- 
agism, symbolism and pure lyrical singing. There 
is everything in fact except polyphonic prose, and 
although I am afraid she loves her experiments 
in that form, they are the portion of her com- 
plete works that I could most willingly let die. 

Her sensitiveness to colours and to sounds is 
clearly betrayed all through the romantic narra- 
tive of the Cremona Violin, where the instrument 
is a Symbol of the human heart. Those who, in the 
old days before the Oermans began their career 
of wholesale robbery and murder, used to hear 
Mozart's operas in the little rococo Residem- 
Theater in Munich, will enjoy reminiscently these 
stanzas. 

The ReaidenM'Theater sparkled and hummed 
With lights and people. Oebnitc was to sing, 
That rare soprano. All the fiddles strummed 
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With tuning up; the wood-winds made a ring 
Of reedy bubbling noises, and the sting 
Of sharp, red brass pierced every eardrum; patting 
From mufiQed tympani made a dark slatting 

Across the silver shimmering of flutes; 
A bassoon grunted, and an oboe wailed; 
The 'celli pizzicato-ed like great lutes, 
And mutterings of double basses trailed 
Away to silence, while loud harp-strings hailed 
Their thin, bright colours down in such a scatter 
They lost themselves amid the general clatter. 

Frau Altgelt, in the gallery, alonCi 
Felt lifted up into another world. 
Before her eyes a thousand candles shone 
In the great chandeliers. A mase of curled 
And powdered periwigs past her eyes swirled. 
She smelt the smoke of candles guttering. 
And caught the scent of jewelled fans fluttering. 

Her most ambitious attempt in polyphonic prose 
is Guns as Keys: and the Great Gate Stvings, 
whereof the title is like a trumpet fanfare. The 
thing itself is a combination of a moving picture 
and a calliope. Written with immense gusto, full 
of comedy and tragedy, it certainly is not lacking 
in vitality; but judged as poetry, I regard it as 
inferior to her verse romances and lyrics. 

Rhythmical prose is as old as the Old Testa- 
ment; the best modem rhythmical prose that I 
have seen is found in the earlier plays of Maurice 
Maeterlinck, written a quarter of a century ago. 
It is unnecessary to enquire whether those dramas 
are poetry or not; for although nearly all his work 
is in the printed form of prose, tiie author is 
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almost invariably spoken of as ^ ^ the poet Maeter- 
linck/' 

The versatility of Amy Lowell is so notable 
that it would be vain to predict the nature of her 
future production, or to attempt to set a limit to 
her range. In her latest and best book. Men, 
Women, and Ghosts, besides the two admirable 
long narratives, we have poems of patriotism, out- 
door lyrics, town eclogues, pictures of still life, 
tragic pastorals in the manner of Susan Glaspell, 
and one delightful revenant. Nightmare, which 
takes us back to Dickens, for it is a verse com- 
ment on a picture by George Cruikshank. Her 
robust vitality is veined with humour ; she watches 
a roof-shingler with active delight, discovering 
poetry in cheerful manual toil. One day life 
seems to her depressing; another day, beautiful; 
another, inspiring; another, downright funny. 

In spite of her assured position in contemporary 
literature, one feels that her career has not 
reached its zenith. 

Some twelve years ago, I was engaged in earn- 
est conversation with James Whitcomb Biley con- 
cerning the outlook for American poetry. The 
chronic optimist for once was filled with woe. 
^ ^ There is not a single person among the younger 
writers, '* said he, **who shows any promise of 
greatness, except'' — and then his face recovered 
its habitual cheerfulness — '^Anna Hempstead 
Branch. She is a poet." 
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In justification of his gloom, it should be re- 
membered that the present advance in American 
ppetry began some time after he uttered these 
words ; and although he was a true poet and wrote 
poems that will live for many years to come, he 
was, in everything that had to do with the art of 
poetry, the most conservative man I ever knew. 

Anna Branch was bom at Hempstead House, 
New London, Connecticut, and was graduated 
from Smith College in 1897. In 1898 she won a 
first prize for the best poem awarded by the Cen- 
tury Magazine in a competition open to college 
graduates. Since then she has published three 
volumes of verse. The Heart of the Road, 1901, 
The Shoes That Danced, 1905, Rose of the Wind, 
1910. I fear that her ambition to be a dramatist 
may have prevented her from writing lyrical 
poetry (her real gift) during these last eight 
years. If it is true, 'tis pity; for a good poem 
is a better thing than a successful play and will 
live longer. 

Like many poets who cannot write plays, she is 
surcharged with dramatic energy. But, to use a 
familiar phrase, it is action in character rather 
than character in action which marks her work 
most impressively, and the latter is the essential 
element for the footlights. Shakespeare, Ros- 
tand, and Barrie have both, and are naturally 
therefore great dramatists. Two of the most 
dramatic of Miss Branch's poems are Lazarus 
and Ora Pro Nobis. These are fruitful subjects 
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for poetry, the man who came back from the grave 
and the pasHionate woman bnried alive. In the 
short piece Lazarus, cast into the form of dialogue, 
Lazams answers the question put to him by Ten- 
nyson in In Memoriam. 

Where weri thou, brotheri those four dajrst 

Various members of the group, astounded at his 
resurrection, try in vain to have their curiosity 
satisfied, ^liat do the dead dot Are they 
happy t Has my baby grown? What overpower- 
ing motive brought you back from peace to live 
once more in sorrow t 

This last question Lazarus answers in a posi- 
tive but unexpected way. 

A great desire led me out alone 
From those assured abodes of perfect bliss. . • • 
And by the way I went came seeking earth. 
Seeing before my eyes one only thing — 

The Crowd 
What was it^ Lasamst Let ns sbare that thing! 
What was it^ brother, thou didst seet 

Lofonis 

A cross. 

Another dynamic poem, glowing with passion, is 
Ora Pro Nobis. It is difficult to select passages 
from it, for it is sustained in power and beauty 
from the first line to the last ; yet some idea of its 
form and colour may be obtained by citation. A 
little girl was put into a convent with only two 
ways .of passing the time ; stitching and praying. 
She has never seen her face — she never will see it, 
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for no mirror is permitted ; but she sees one day 
the reflection of its beauty in the hungry eyes of a 
priest 

Long yean I dwdt in that dark haU| 
There was no mirror on the wall| 
I never saw my f aee at ally 

(Hail Maiy.) 
In a great peace they kept me there, 
A straight white rohe they had me wear. 
And the white bands about my hair. 
I did not know that I was fair. 

(Hail Mary.) ... 
The sweet chill fragrance of the snow. 
More fine than lilies all aglow 
Breathed around — ^he saw me so. 
In garments spun of fire and snow. 

(Holy Mother, pray for us.) 
His hands were on my face and hair, 
His high, stem eyes that would forswear 
All earthly beauty, saw me there. 
Oh, then I knew that I was fair! 

(Mazy, intercede for us.) . . • 
Then I raised up to Qod my prayer, 
I swept its strong and circling air, 
Betwixt me and the great despair. . 

(Sweet Mary, pray for us.) 
But when before the sacred shrine 
I knelt to kiss the cross benign, 
Mary, I thought his lips touched mine* 

(Ave Maria, Ora Pro Nobis.) 

Although some of her poems have an intensity al- 
most terrible, Anna Branch has written house- 
hold lyrics as beautiful in their unerowded sim- 
plicity as an eighteenth century room. The 
Songs for My Mother, celebrating her clothes, her 
hands, her words, her stories breathe the un- 
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rivallcKl perfume of tender memories. And if 
Lazarus is a sword, two of her most original pieces 
are poppy-seeds, To Nature and 

THE SILENCE OF THE POETS 

I better like that ihadowed side of things 

la which the Poets wrote not; when they went 

Dnto the fnllness of their ffreat content 

like moths into the grass with folded wings. 

The silence of the Poets with it brings 

The other side of moons, and it is spent 

In lore, in sorrow, or in wonderment. 

After the silenfe, maybe a bird sings. 

I have heard call, as Snmmer calls the swaUow, 

A leisure, bidding onto ways serene 

To be a child of winds and the bine bases. 

'Drpam'*— qnoth the Dreamer— and 'tis sweet to follow! 

Ro Keats watched stais rise from his meadows green, 

And Chancer spent his hours among the 



This prodnctive leisure has borne much fruit in 
the poetry of Anna Branch; her work often has 
the quiet beauty rising from tranquil meditation. 
She is an orthodox poet. She uses the old ma- 
terial — Ood, Nature, Man — and writes songs with 
the familiar notation. She has attracted atten- 
tion not by the strangeness of her ideas, or by the 
audacity of her method, but simply by the sin- 
cerity of her thought and the superior quality of 
her singing voice. There is no difficult in dis- 
tinguishing her among the members of the choir, 
and she does not have to make a discord to be 
noticed. 
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There are almost as many kinds of poets as 
there are varieties of human beings; it is a far 
cry from Anna Branch to Edgar Lee Masters. 
I do not know whether either reads the other ; it 
may be a mutual admiration exists ; it may be that 
eadi would be ashamed to have written the other's 
books ; even if that were true, there is no reason 
why an American critic — ^with proper reservations 
— should not be proud of both. For if there is 
one thing certain about the advance of poetry in 
America, it is that the advance is a general one 
along the whole line of composition from free 
verse and polyphonic prose on the extreme left to 
sonnets and quatrains on the extreme right. 

Edgar Lee Masters was born in Kansas, on the 
twenty-third of August, 1869. The family moved 
to Illinois the next year. His father was a law- 
yer, and the child had access to plenty of good 
books, which he read eagerly. In spite of his 
preoccupation with the seamy side of human na- 
ture, he is in reality a bookish poet, and most of 
his work — though not the best part of it — ^smells 
of the lamp. Fortunately for him he was brought 
up on the Bible, for even those who attack the 
Old Book are glad to be able to tip their weapons 
with biblical language. Ibsen used to say that 
his chief reading, even in mature years, was al- 
ways the Bible; *4t is so strong and mighty." 

Everjrthing connected with books and literary 
work fascinated the youth; like so many boys of 
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his time — ^before wireless came in — ^be had his own 
printing-press. I wonder if it was a ^'self- 
inker'^t In my day, the boy who owned a ^'self- 
inker'' and ^'dnb-skates'' was regarded with envy. 
The three generations in this family illustrate the 
play Milestones; the grandfather vainly tried to 
make his son a farmer, but the boy elected to be 
a lawyer and carried his point; he in turn was 
determined to twist his son into a lawyer, whereas 
Edgar wanted to be a writer. As this latter pro- 
fession is nsnally without emolument, he was 
forced into the law, where the virile energy of his 
mind rewarded his zestless efforts with success. 
However, at the age of twenty-one, he persuaded 
his father to allow him to study at Knox College 
for a year, a highly important period in his de- 
veloiMnent ; for he resumed the interrupted study 
of Latin, and began Greek. Greek is the chief 
inspiration of his life, and of his art He has 
read Homer every year since his college days. 

Later he went to Chicago, and stayed there, 
busying himself not only at his profession, but 
taking part in political activities, as any one might 
guess from reading his poems. The primal im- 
pulse to write was not frustrated ; he has written 
verse all his life ; and in fact has published a con- 
siderable number of volumes during the last 
twenty years, no one of which attracted any at- 
tention until 1915, when Spoon River Anthology 
made everybody sit up. 

Mr. Masters was nearly fifty when this book ap- 
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peared; it is a long time to wait for a reputa- 
tioiiy especially if one is constantly trying to ob- 
tain a hearing. It speaks powerfully for his cour- 
age, tenacity, and faith that he should never have 
quit — and his triumph will encourage some good 
and many bad writers to persevere. Emboldened 
by the immense success of Spoon River, he pro- 
duced three more volumes in rapid succession; 
Songs and Satires in 1916, The Great Valley in the 
same year, and Toward the Gulf in 1918. It is 
fortunate for him that these works followed rather 
than preceded the Anthology; for although they 
are not destitute of merit, they seem to require a 
famous name to ensure a sale. It is the brand, 
and not the goods, that gives a circulation to these 
books. 

The pieces in Spoon River Anthology originally 
appeared in William Marion Beedy's periodical, 
called Reedy ^s Mirror, the first one being printed 
in the issue for 29 May, 1914, and the others fol- 
lowing week after week. A grateful acknowledg- 
ment is made in a brief preface to the volume, and 
the full debt is handsomely paid in a dedicatory 
preface of Toward the Gulf, which every one in- 
terested in Mr. Masters — ^and who is not? — ^should 
read with attention. The poet manfully lets us 
know that it was Mr. Beedy who, in 19()9, made 
him read the Greek Anthology, without which 
Spoon' River would never have been written. 
Criticism is forestalled in this preface, because 
Mr. Masters takes a prose translation of Meleager, 
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*^with its sad revealment and touch of irony'' — 
exactly the characteristics of Spoon River — and 
turns it into free verse: 

The holy night and thou, 

Lftmp, 

We took as witncM of our Towt; 

And before thee we aworei 

He that [he] wonld love me alwaya . 

And I that I would never leave him. 

We sworei 

And thou wert witneM of our doable prcmiiae, 

Bnt now he aaji that onr vowi were written on the ranning 

waten. 
And thou, Lamp, 
Thou aeeit him in the anna of another. 

What Mr. Masters did was to transfer the method 
and the tone of the Greek Anthology to a twentieth 
century village in the Middle West, or as he ex- 
presses ity to make ''an epic rendition of modem 
life.'' 

Even if it were desirable, how impossible it is 
to escape from the past I we are ruled by the dead 
as truly in the fields of art as in the domain of 
morality and religion. The most radical innova- 
tor can no more break loose from tradition than a 
tree can run away from its roots. John Mase- 
field takes us back to Chaucer ; Vachel Lindsay is 
a reincarnation of the ancient minstrels; Edgar 
Lee Masters owes both the idea and the form of 
his masterpiece to Greek literature. Art is as 
continuous as life. 

This does not mean that he lacks originality. It 
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was a daring stroke — body-snatching in 1914. To 
produce a work like Spoon Miver Anthology 
required years of accumulated experience; a 
mordant power of analysis; a gift of shrewd 
speech, a command of hard words that will cut 
like a diamond; a mental vigour analogous to, 
though naturally not so powerful, as that dis- 
played by Browning in The Ring and the Book. 
It is still a debatable proposition whether or not 
this is high-class poetry; but it is mixed with 
brains. Imagine the range of knowledge and 
power necessary to create two hundred and forty- 
six distinct characters, with a revealing epitaph 
for each onel The miracle of personal identity 
has always seemed to me perhaps the greatest 
miracle among all those that make up the uni- 
verse; but to take up a pen and clearly display 
the marks that separate one individual from the 
mass, and repeat the feat nearly two hundred and 
fifty times, this needs creative genius. 

The task that confronted Mr. Masters was this : 
to exhibit a long list of individuals with sufiSdent 
basal similarity for each one to be unmistakably 
human, and then to show the particular traits that 
distinguish each man and woman from the others, 
giving each a right to a name instead of a num- 
ber. For instinctively we are all alike; it is the 
way in which we manage our instincts that shows 
divergence; just as men and women are alike in 
possessing fingers, whereas no two finger-prints 
are ever ttie same. 
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Mr. Masters lias the double power of irony and 
sarcasm. The irony of life gives the tone to the 
whole book ; particular phases of life like religious 
hypocrisy and political trimming are treated with 
vitriolic scorn. The following selection exhibits 
as well as any the author 's poetic power of making 
pictures, together with the grinning irony of fate. 

BERT KESSLER 

I winged my bird, 

Though he flew toward the setting sun ; 

But just as the shot rang out, he soared 

Up and up through the splinters of golden light. 

Till he turned right over, feathers ruffledy 

With some of the down of him floating neari 

And fell like a plummet into the grass. 

I tramped about, parting the tangles, 

Till I saw a splash of blood on a stump, 

And the quail lying close to the rotten roots. 

I reached my hand, but saw no brier, 

But something pricked and stunned and numbed it. 

And then, in a second, I spied the rattler — 

The shutters wide in his yellow eyes. 

The head of him arched, sunk back in the rings of him, 

A circle of filth, the color of ashes, 

Or oak leaves bleached under layers of leaves, 

I stood like a stone as he shrank and uncoiled 

And started to crawl beneath the stump. 

When I fell limp in the grass. 

This poem, with its unforgettable pictures and its 
terrible climax, can stand easily enough by itself; 
it needs no interpretation ; and yet, if w^ like, the 
rattler may be taken as a symbol — a symbol of 
the generation of vipers of which the population 
of Spoon River is mainly composed. 
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In the Anthology, the driving motive is an al- 
most perverted passion for truth. Conventional 
epitaphs are marked by two characteristics; ar- 
tistically, when in verse, they are the worst speci- 
mens of poetry known to man; even good poets 
seldom write good epitaphs, and among all the 
sins against art perpetrated by the uninspired, the 
most flagrant are found here ; to a bad poet, for 
some reason or other, the temptation to write 
them is irresistible. In many small communities, 
one has to get up very early in the morning to 
die before the village laureate has his poem pre- 
pared. This depth of artistic infamy is equalled 
only by the low percentage of truth; so if one 
wishes to discover literary illustrations where 
falsehood is united with crudity, epitaphs would 
be the field of literature toward which one would 
instinctively turn. 

Like Jonathan Swift, Mr. Masters is consumed 
with hatred for insincerity in art and insincerity 
in life; in the laudable desire to force the truth 
upon his readers, he emphasizes the ugly, the 
brutal, the treacherous elements which exist, not 
only in Spoon River, but in every man bom of 
woman. The result, viewed calmly, is that we 
have an impressive collection of vices — ^which, al- 
though inspired by a sincerity fundamentally 
noble — is as far from being a truthful picture of 
the village as a conventional panegyric. The ordi- 
nary photographer, who irons out the warts and 
the wrinkles, gives his subject a smooth lying 
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mask instead of a face; bat a photograph that 
should make the defects more promineut than the 
eyes, nose, and month would not be a portrait 

A large part of a lawyer's business is analysis; 
and the analytical power displayed by Mr. Mas- 
ters is nothing less tlian remarkable. Each char- 
acter in Spoon River is subjected to a remorseless 
autopsy, in which the various vicious elements ex- 
isting in all men and women are laid bare. Bat 
the business of the artist, after preparatory and 
necessary analysing, is really synthesis. It is to 
make a complete artistic whole; to produce some 
form of art. 

This is why the Elegy Written in a Country 
Churchyard, by Thomas Gray, is so superior as 
a poem to Spoon River Anthology. The rich 
were buried in the church ; the poor in the yard ; 
we are therefore given the short and simple an- 
nals of the poor. The curious thing is that these 
humble, rustic, unlettered folk were presented to 
the world sympathetically by a man who was al- 
most an intellectual snob. One of the most exact 
scholars of his day, one of the most fastidious of 
mortals, one of the shyest men that ever lived, a 
bom mental aristocrat, his literary genius en- 
abled him to write an immortal masterpiece, not 
about the Cambridge hierarchy, but about illiterate 
tillers of the soil The Elegy is the genius of 
synthesis; without submitting each man in the 
ground to a ruthless cross-examination, Oray man- 
aged to express in impeccable beauty of language 
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the common thoughts and feelings that have ever 
animated the human soul. His poem will live as 
long as any book, because it is fundamentally 
true. 

I therefore regard Spoon River Anthology not 
as a brilliant revelation of human nature, but as 
a masterpiece of cynicism. It took a genius to 
write the fourth book of Oulliver's Travels; hut 
after all. Yahoos are not men and women, and 
horses are not superior to humanity. The reason 
why, in reading the Anthology, we experience the 
constant pricking of recognition is because we 
recognize the baser elements in these characters, 
not only in other persons, but in ourselves. The 
reason why the Yahoos fill us with such terror is 
because they are true incarnations of our worst 
instincts. There, but for the grace of Qod, go 
you and I. 

The chief element in the creative work of Mr. 
Masters being the power of analysis, he is at his 
best in this collection of short poems. When he 
attempts a longer flight, his limitations appear. 
It is distinctly unfortunate that The Spooniad and 
The Epilogue were added at the end of this won- 
derful Bogues' Gallery. They are witless. 

Even the greateift cynic has his ideal side. It 
is the figure of Abraham Lincoln that arouses all 
the romanticism of our poet, as was the case with 
Walt Whitman, who, to be sure, was no cynic nt 
all. The short poem Anne Rutledge is one of tho 
few that strictly conform to the etymological 



270 ADVANCE OP ENGLISH POETRY 

meaning of the title of the book; for '^ Anthology" 
is a union of two Greek words, signifying a col- 
lection of flowers. 

Like Browning, Mr. Masters forsook the drama 
for the dramatic monologue. His best work is 
in this form, where he takes one person and per- 
mits him to reveal himself either in a soliloquy 
or in a conversation. And it must be confessed 
that the monologues spoken by contemporaries 
or by those Americans who talk from the grave- 
yard of Spoon River, are superior to the attempts 
at interpreting great historical figures. The 
Shakespeare poem Tomorrow Is My Birthday is 
not only one of the worst effusions of Mr. Masters' 
pen, it is almost sacrilege. Good friend, for 
Jesus' sake, forbear I 

Outside of the monologues and the epitaphs, 
the work of Mr. Masters is mainly unimpressive. 
Tet I admire his ambition to write on various 
subjects and in various metres. Occasionally he 
produces a short story in verse, characterized by 
dramatic power and by austere beauty of style. 
The poem Boyhood Friends, recently published in 
the Yale Review, and quite properly included by 
Mr. Braithwaite in his interesting and valuable 
Anthology for 1917, shows such a command of 
blank verse that I look for still finer things in 
the future. With all his twisted cynicism and 
perversities of expression, Mr. Masters is a true 
poet. He has achieved one sinister masterpiece, 
which has cleansed his bosom of much perilous 
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stuff. Tomorrow to fresh woods and pastures 
new. 

Louis Untermeyer was born at New York, on 
the first of October, 1885. He produced a volume 
of original poems at the age of twenty-five. This 
was followed by three other books, and in addi- 
tion, he has written many verse-translations, a 
long list of prose articles in literary criticism, 
whilst not neglecting his professional work as a 
designer of jewelry. There is no doubt that this 
form of art has been a fascinating occupation and 
an inspiration to poetry. He not only makes 
sermons in stones, but can manufacture jewels 
five words long. Should any one be dissatisfied 
with his designs for the jewel-factory, he can 
'* point with pride*' to his books, saying, Haec 
sunt mea ornamenta. 

Somewhere or other I read a review of the lat- 
est volume of verse from Mr. Untermeyer, and 
the critic began as follows : ' ^ One is grateful to 
Mr. Untermeyer for doing what almost none of 
his contemporaries on this side of the water thinks 
of doing." This sentence stimulated my curios- 
ity, for I wondered what particularly distinguish- 
ing feature of his work I had failed to see. ''For 
about the last thing that poets and theorizers 
about poetry in these days think of is beauty. In 
discussion and practice beauty is almost entirely 
left out of consideration. Frequently they do not 
concern themselves with it at all.*' 
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Sach criticism as that starts with a precon- 
ceived definition of beauty, misses every form of 
beauty outside of the definition, and gives to Mr. 
Untermeyer credit for originality in precisely 
that feature of his work where he most resembles 
contemporary and past poets. I believe that 
beauty is now as it always has been the main aim 
of the majority of American poets ; but instead of 
legendary beauty, instead of traditional beauty, 
they wish us to see beauty in modem life. For 
example, it is interesting to observe how com- 
pletely public opinion has changed concerning the 
New York sky-scrapers. I can remember when 
they were regarded as monstrosities of commer- 
cialism, an offence to the eye and a torment to the 
ssthetic sense. But I recall through my reading 
of history that mountains were also once re- 
garded as hideous deformities — ^they were hook- 
shouldered giants, impressive in size— anything 
you like except beautiful. All the mountain had 
to do was to go on staying there, confident in its 
supreme excellence, knowing that some day it 
would be appreciated : 

Somebody remarks : 
. Morello'fl outline there is wrongly traced, 
His hue mistaken; what of thatf or else, 
Rightly traeed and weU ordered; what of thatf 
Speak as they please, what does the mountain earef 

We know better today; we know that the New 
York sky-scrapers are beautiful ; just as we know 
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that New York harbour in the night has some- 
thing of the glory of fairyland. 

No, it will not do to say that Mr, Untermeyer 
is original in his preoccupation with beauty; it 
would be almost as true to say that the chief 
feature in his work is the English language. 

What is notable in him is the combination of 
three things ; an immense love of lif 0| a romantic 
interpretation of material things, and a remark- 
able talent for parody and burlesque. 

Sex and Death — the obsessions of So many 
young poets— are not particularly conspicuous in 
the poetry of this healthy, happy young man. 
He writes about swimming, climbing the palisades, 
willow-trees, children playing in the street. 
Familiar objects become mysterious and thought- 
provoking in the light of his fancy. His imagina- 
tion provides him with no end of fun ; he needs no 
melancholy solitary pilgrimage in the gloaming 
to give him a pair of rimes; a country farm or 
a city slum is quite enough. I like his affection- 
ate salutation to the willow ; I like his interpreta- 
tion of a side street. His greatest tour de force 
is his poem. Still Life. Of all painted pictures, 
with the one exception of dead fish, the conven- 
tional overturned basket of fruit is to me the most 
barren of meaning, the least inspiring, in sug- 
gestion a blank. Yet somehow Mr. Untermeyer, 
looking at a bowl of fruit, sees something I cer- 
tainly never saw and do not ever expect to see 
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except on this printed page, something that a bowl 
of fruit has for me in the same proportion as the 
stump of a cigar — something dynamic. 

I do not understand why so many Americans 
plaster the walls of their dining-rooms with pic- 
tures of overset fruit-baskets and of dead fish, 
with their ugly mouths open; but in '^ still life'' 
this paradoxical poet sees something full of 
demoniacal energy. Death, where is thy sting f 

ifever have I beheld such fierce contempt. 
Nor heard a voice 8o full of vehement life 
Am this that shouted from a bowl of fruit. 
High-pitched, malignant, lusty and perverse — 
Brutal with a triumphant restlessness. 

But the fruit in the basket is dead. The energj"^, 
the fierce vehemence and the lusty shout arc not 
in the bowl, but in the souL Subjectivity can no 
further go. 

It is rather curious^ that when our poet can be- 
hold such passion in a willow-tree or in a mess of 
plucked fruit, he should be so blind to it in the 
heart of an old maid; though to be honest, the 
heroine of his poem is meant for an individual 
rather than a type. If there is one object on earth 
that a healthy young man cannot understand, it 
is an old maid. Who can forget that terrible out- 
burst of the aunt in Une Vie? ** Nobody ever 
cared to ask if my feet were wetl'* Mr. Unter- 
meyer will live and learn. He is not contemptu- 
ous; he is full of pity, but it is the pity of ig- 
norance. 
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Great joys or sorrows never came 

To set her placid soul astir; 
Youth's leaping torch, Love's sudden flame 

Were never even lit for her. 

DonH you believe it, Mr. Untermeyerl 

Even in his ** serious*' volumes of verse, there 
is much satire and saline humour ; so that his de- 
lightful book of parodies, called and Other 

Poets is as spontaneous a product of his Muse as 
his utterances ex cathedra. The twenty-seven 
poems, called The Banquet of the Bards, with 
which the book begins, are excellent fooling and 
genuine criticism. He wrote these things for his 
own amusement, one reason why they amuse ns. 
A roU-isall of twenty-seven contemporary poets, 
where each one comes forward and ^^ speaks his 
piece, *' is decidedly worth having. John Mase- 
field ** tells the true story of Tom, Tom, the Piper's 
Son'*; William Butler Teats ** gives a Keltic ver- 
sion of Three Wise Men in Gotham''; Bobert 
Frost ** relates the Death of the Tired Man," and 
80 on. I had rather possess this volume than 
any other by the author; it is almost worthy to 
rank with the immortal Fly Leaves. Further- 
more, in his serious work Mr. Untermeyer has 
only begun to fight. ^ 

And while we are considering poems ''in 
lighter vein," let us not forget the three famous 
initials signed to a column in the Chicago Tribune, 
Don Marquis of the Evening Sun, who can be 
either grave or gay but cannot be ungraceful, and 



276 ADVANCE OP ENGLISH POETRY 

the universally beloved Captain Franklin P. 
Adama, whose Conning Tower increased the cir- 
culation of the New York Tribune and the blood 
of its readers. Brightest and best of the sons of 
the Colyumnists, his classic Muse made the Eve- 
ning Mail an evening blessing, sending the subur- 
banites home to their wives ^'always in good 
humour''; then, like Jupiter and Venus, he 
changed from evening star to morning star, and 
gave many thousands a new zest for the day's 
work. Skilful indeed was his appropriation of 
the methods of Tom Sawyer ; as Tom got his fence 
whitewashed by arousing an eager competition 
among the boys to do his work for him, each 
toiler firmly persuaded that he was the recipient 
rather than the bestower of a favour, so F. P. A. 
incited hundreds of well-paid literary artists to 
compete with one another for the privilege of 
writing his column without money and without 
price. 

His two books of verse. By and Large and 
Weights and Measures, have fairly earned a place 
in contemporary American literature ; and the in- 
fluence of his column toward precision and dignity 
in the use of the English language has made him 
one of the best teachers of English composition in 
the country. 



CHAPTER X 

SABA. TEASDALE, ALAN SEBQEB, AND OTHEBS 

Sara Teaadale — ^her poems of love — ^ber youth — her finished 
art — Fannie Steams Davis — ^her thoughtful verse — Theodosia 
Garrison — ^her war poem — ^war poetry of Mary Carolyn Davies 
— Harriet Monroe — her services — her original work — ^Alice 
Corbin — her philosophy — Sarah Cleghom — ^poet of the coun- 
try village — Jessie B. Rittenhouse — critic and poet — ^Margaret 
Widdemer — poet of the factories — Carl Sandburg — ^poet of 
Chicago — ^his career — ^his defects — J. C. Underwood — ^poet of 
city noises — T. S. Eliot — ^J. O. Neihardt — ^love poems — C. W. 
Stork — Contemporary Verse — VL. L. Fisher — The Sonnet — S. 
Middleton — J. P. Bishop — W. A. Bradley — ^nature poems — ^W. 
Griffith— Ct«2^ PaetordU-^John Erskine— W. E. Leonard— W. 
T. Whitsett — Helen Hay Whitney — Corin^e Roosevelt Robin- 
son — ^M. Nicholson — ^his left hand — Witter Bynner — a country 
poetr— H. Hagedom — ^Percy Maekaye — ^his theories — ^his possi- 
bilities — J. G. Fletcher— monotony of free verse — Conrad 
Aiken — ^his gift of melody — ^W. A. Percy — the best American 
poem of 1917— Alan Seeger — an Elizabethan — an inspired 
poet. 

Sara Teaadale (Mrs. Filsinger) was bom at St 
Louis (pronounced Lewis), on the eighth of 
August, 1884. Her first book appeared when she 
was twenty-three, and made an impression. In 
1911 she published Helen of Troy, and Other 
Poems; in 1915 a volume of original lyrics 
called Rivers to the Sea; some of these were re- 
printed, together with new material, in Love 
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Poems (1917), which also contained Songs out of 
Sorrow — verses that won the prize offered by the 
Poetry Society of America for the best unpub- 
lished woric read at the meetings in 1916; and in 
1918 she received the Columbia University Poetry 
Prize of five hundred dollars, for the best book 
produced by an American in 1917. 

In spite of her youth and the slender amount 
of her production, Sara Teasdale has won her 
way to the front rank of living American poets. 
She is among the happy few who not only know 
what they wish to accomplish, but who succeed 
in the attempt. How many manuscripts she 
bums, I know not; but the comparatively small 
number of pages that reach the world are nearly 
fleckless. Her career is beginning, but her work 
shows a combination of strength and grace that 
many a master might envy. It would be an in- 
sult to call her poems '^ promising,'' for most of 
them exhibit a consummate control of the art of 
lyrical expression. Qive her more years, more 
experience, wider range, richer content, her arch- 
itecture may become as massive as it is fine. She 
thoroughly understands the manipulation of the 
material of poetry. It would be difficult to sug- 
gest any improvement upon 

TWILIGHT 

The stately tragedy of dnsk 

Drew to its perfect close. 
The virginal white evening star 

Sank, and the red moon rose. 
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Althongfi she gives tts many beautiful pictures 
of nature, she is primarily a poet of love. White- 
hot passion without a trace of anything common 
or unclean ; absolute surrender ; whole-hearted de- 
votion expressed in pure singing. Nothing is 
finer than this — to realize that the primal impulse 
is as strong as in the breast of a cave-woman, yet 
illumined by clear, high intelligence, and pouring 
out its feeling in a voice of gracious charm. 

PITY 

They never saw my lover's f aoe, 
They only know our love was brief, 

Wearing awhile a windy grace 
And passing like an autumn leaf. 

Th^ wonder why I do not weep, 
They think it strange that I can sing, 

They say, ''Her love was scarcely deep 
Since it has left so slight a sting/' 

They never saw my love nor knew 
That in my heart's most secret place 

I pity them as angels do 
Men who have never seen Gk>d's face. 

A PRATER 

Until I lose my soul and lie 

Blind to the beauty of the earth, 
Deaf tho' a lyric wind goes by, 

Dumb in a storm of mirth; 

Until my heart is quenched at length 
And I have left the land of men, 

Oh, let me love with aU my strength 
Careless if I am loved again. 
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If the two pieces just cited are not poetry, then 
I have no idea what poetry may be. 

Another yonng woman poet is Fannie Steams 
Davis (Mrs. Oifford). The quality of her mind 
as displayed in her two books indicates possibili- 
ties of high development* She was bom at Cleve- 
land, on the sixth of March, 1884, is a graduate 
of Smith College, was a teacher in Wisconsin, and 
has made many contributions to various maga- 
zines. Her first book of poems, Myself and /, ap- 
peared in 1913 ; two years later came the volume 
called Crack o* Daum. She is not much given to 
metrical adventure, although one of her most or- 
iginal poems, As I DroMk Tea Today, has an ir- 
regular rime-scheme. For the most part, she 
follows both in subject and style the poetic tradi- 
tion« She has the gift of song-— not indeed in the 
superlative degree— but nevertheless unmistak- 
able; and she has a full mind. She is neither 
optimist nor pessimist; I should call her a sym- 
pathetic observer. The following poem sums up 
fairly well her accumulated wisdom: 

I have looked into all men^s hearts. 
Like honflee at night unshuttered they stand. 
And I walk in the street, in the dark, and on either hand 

There are hollow houses, men's hearts^ 

They think that the ourtains are drawn, 
Yet I see their shadows suddenly kneel 
To pray, or laughing and reckless as drunkards reel 

Into dead sleep till dawn. 
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And I see aa immortal ehild 
With its quaint high dreams and wondering eyes 
Bleeping beneath the hard worn body that lies 

Idke a mommy-case defiled. 

And I bear an immortal ciy 
Of splendour strain through the sodden words, 
like a flight of brave-winged heaven-desirous birds 

From a swamp where i>oisona lie. 

— I have looked into all men's hearts. 
Oh, secret terrible houses of beauty and pain I 
And I cannot be gay, but I cannot be bitter again, 

Since I looked into all men's hearts. 

There is one cbnunandment that all poets un- 
der the first dass, and perhaps some of those 
favoured ones, frequently break: the tenth. One 
cannot blame them, for they know what poetry is, 
and they love it. They not only know what it is, 
but their own limited experience has taught them 
what rapture it must be to write lines of flawless 
beauty. This unconquerable covetousness is ad- 
mirably and artistically expressed in Fannie 
Davis's poem, After Copying Goodly Poetry. It 
is an honest confession ; but its author is fortunate 
in being able to express vain desire so beautifully 
that many lesser poets will covet her covetousness* 

Theodosia Garrison was born at Newark, New 
Jersey, on the twenty-sixth of November, 1874. 
She has published three volumes of verse, of which 
perhaps the best known is The Joy of Life (1909), 
At present she is engaged in war work, where her 
high faith, serene woiqanliness, and overflowing 
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humour ought to make her, in the finest sense of 
the word, cfScient Her short poem on the war 
is a good answer to detractors of America. 

APRIL 2od 

We hmwt been patient — nnd they named ns weak; 
We have been silent — and they judged ns meek, 
NoW| in tbe mnf^h-oliuiiedi high name of Qod 

We speak. 

Oh, not with faltering or nneertain tone — 
With chosen words we make onr meaning known, 
That like a great wind from the West sbaU shake 
The double throne. 

Our colours flame upon the topmost mast, — 
We lift the glove so arrogantly cast, 
And in the mneh-abused, high name of Qod 
We speak at last 

Another war alchemist is Mary Carolyn Davies, 
poet of Oregon and Brooklyn. She knows both 
coasts of America, she understands the American 
spirit of idealism and self-sacrifice, and her verses 
have a direct hitting power that will break open 
the hardest heart. In her book, The Drums in 
Our Street (1918), the glory and the tragedy of 
the world-struggle are expressed in terms of in- 
dividual feeling. There is decided inequality in 
this volume, but the best pieces are so carefully 
distributed among the commonplace that one must 
read the whole work. 

Harriet Monroe was bom in Chicago and went 
to school in Georgetown, D. C. In connection with 
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the World's Exposition in Chicago she received 
the honour of being formally invited to write a 
poem for the dedication. Accordingly at the cere- 
mony commemorating the four hundredth anni- 
versary of the discovery of America, 21 October, 
1892, her Columbian Ode was given with music. 

Harriet Monroe's chief services to the art of 
poetry are seen not so much in her creative work 
as in her founding and editing of the magazine 
called Poetry, of which I made mention in my re- 
marks on Vachel Lindsay. In addition to this 
monthly stimulation — which has proved of dis- 
tinct value both in awakening general interest and 
in giving new poets an opportunity to be heard, 
Miss Monroe, with the assistance of Alice Corbin 
Henderson, published in 1917 an anthology of 
the new varieties of verse. Certain poets are 
somewhat arbitrarily excluded, although their 
names are mentioned in the Preface; the title of 
the book is The New Poetry; the authors are 
fairly represented, and with some sins of com- 
mission the selections from each are made with 
critical judgment. Every student of contempo- 
rary verse should own a copy of this work. 

In 1914 Miss Monroe produced a volume of her 
original poems, called You and I. There are over 
two hundred pages, and those who look in them 
for something strange and startling will be dis- 
appointed. Knowing the author's sympathy with 
radicalism in art, and with all modem extremists, 
the form of these verses is surprisingly conserva- 
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tive. To be sure, the first one,^ The Hotel, is in a 
kind of polyphonic prose, but it is not at all a 
fair sample of the contents. Now whether the 
reading of many manuscripts has dulled Miss 
Monroe's creative power or not, who can say? 
The fact is that most of these poems are in no 
way remarkable either for feeling or expression, 
and many of them fail to rise above the level of 
the commonplace. There is happily no straining 
for effect; but unhappily in most instances there 
is no effect 

Alice Corbin (Mrs. Henderson) is a native of 
Virginia and a resident of Chicago. She is co- 
editor with Miss Monroe of The New Poetry an- 
thology, wherein her own poems are represented. 
These indicate skill in the manipulation of dif- 
ferent metrical forms ; and they reveal as well a 
shrewd, healthy acceptance of life as it is. This 
feeling communicates itself in a charming way to 
the reader ; it is too vigorous for acquiescence, too 
wise for blind optimism, but nearer optimism than 
pessimism. It seems perhaps in certain aspects 
to resemble the philosophy of Ralph Hodgson, 
although his command of the art of poetry is be- 
yond her range. 

Sarah Norcliffe Cleghom was born at Norfolk, 
Virginia, on the fourth of February, 1876, but 
since childhood has lived in Vermont. She 
studied at Radcliffe College, and has written much 
verse and prose. In 1915 a number of her lyrics 
were printed between the short stories in a volume 
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by her friend, Dorothy Canfield, called Hillsboro 
People. In 1917 she published a book of verses. 
Portraits and Protests, where the portraits are 
better than the protests. No one has more truly 
or more sympathetically expressed the spirit of 
George Herbert's poetry than Miss Cleghom has 
given it with a handful of words, in the lyric In 
Bemerton Church. But she is above all a coun- 
try mouse and a country muse; she knows her 
Vermont neighbours to the skin and bone, and 
brings out artistically the austere sweetness of 
their daily lives. I think I like best of all her 
work the poem 

A SAINT'S HOURS 

In the stiU cold before the son, 
, Her matins Her brothers and her sisters small 

She woke, and washed and dressed each one. 

And through the morning honrs all 
Prime Singing above her broom she stood 

And swept the house from hall to hall. 

Then out she ran with tidings good, 
Tieree Across the field and down the lane. 

To share them with the neighbourhood. 



Sexte 



Four miles she walked, and home again. 

To sit through half the afternoon 
And hear a feeble erone complain. 



But when she saw the frosty moon 
Nones And lakes of shadow on the hill. 

Her maiden dreams grew bright as noon. 
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Siic tlirew Iier pitying apron frill 
Vapen Over a little tKmbUng roonse 

When tbe sleek cat yawned on the aill 

In the late honrs and drow^ house. 
Eventotig At last, too tired, beside her bed 
She fell asleep — her prayers half said. 

Is not this one of the high fnnctiona of poetry, 
to interpret the life the poet knows hest, and to 
interpret it always in terms of the eleventh and 
twelfth commandments T Observe she loves the 
sister-mother, and she loves the mouse as well as 
the cat. There is no reason why those who love 
birds shonld not love cats as well; is a cat the 
only animal who eats birds T It is a diverting 
spectacle, a man with his month fall of sqaah, in- 
sisting that cats ahonld be exterminated. 

A woman who has done mnch for tbe advance 
of English poetry in America by her inflnence on 
public critical opinion, is Jessie B, Bittenbonse. 
She is a graduate of Qenesce Wesleyan Seminary 
in Lima, New York, taught Latin and English in 
Illinois and in Michigan, and for five years was 
busily engaged in journalism. In 1904 she pub- 
lished a volume of criticism on contemporary 
verse, and for the last fourteen years has printed 
many essays of interpretation, dealing with the 
new poets. I dare say no one in America is more 
familiar with the English poetry of the twentieth 
century than she. She has been so occupied with 
this important and fmitfol work that she has 
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had little time to compose original verse ; but any 
one who will read through her volume. The Door 
of Dreams, will find it impossible not to admire 
her lyrical gift. She has not yet shown enough 
sustained power to give her a place with Anna 
Hempstead Branch or with Sara Teasdale ; but she 
has the capacity of putting much feeling into very 
few words. 

Margaret Widdemer, the daughter of a clergy- 
man, was born at Doylestown, Pennsylvania, and 
was graduated from Drexel Institute Library 
School in 1909. She has written verse and prose 
from early childhood, but was not widely known 
until the appearance of her poem Factories. In 
1915 this was published in a book with other pieces, 
and a revised, enlarged edition was printed in 
1917, called by the name of the now-famous song, 
and containing in addition nearly a hundred lyrics. 
Although her soul is aflame at the onmipresence 
of injustice in the world, her work covers a wide 
range of thought and feeling. Her heart is swol- 
len with pity for the sufferings of women ; but she 
is no sentimentalist. There is an intellectual in- 
dependence, a clear-headed womanly self-reliance 
about her way of thinking and writing that is 
both refreshing and stimulating. In hope and in 
despair she speaks for the many thousands of 
women, who first found their voice in Ibsen's 
DoWs House; her poem. The Modern Woman to 
Her Lover has a deanly honesty without any 
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strained pose. And althongh Factories ia doabi- 
le88 her masterpiece in its eloquent Inasmuch as 
ye did it not, she can portray a more qniet and 
more lonely tragedy as well Her poem called 
The Two Dyings might have been named The 
Heart Knoweth its own Bitterness. 

I am remember once, ere I was detd, 
Tbe eorrow and the prayer and bitter ery 

When tbey who loved me stood around the bed^ 
Walehing tiU I ahonld die: 



They need not so have grieved their aoola for me, 
Oroaped statae>like to eonnt my failing breath — 

Only one thooght strove faintly, bitterly 
With the kind drug of Death: 



How onee upon a time, unwept, unknown, 
Unhelped by pitying sigh or murmured prayer, 

My youth died in slow agony alone 
With none to wateh or eare. 

Never in any period of the world 's history was 
the table of life so richly spread as in the years 
1900-1914; women were jnst beginning to realise 
that places onght to be reserved for them as well 
as for men, when the war came, and there was no 
place for any one except a place to fight the 
Black Plagno of Kaiscrism; now when the war 
is over, snppose the women insist? What then? 
Before the French Revolution, only a few were 
invited to sit down and eat, while the majority 
were permitted to kneel and watch from a dis- 
tance. A Frenchman once remarked, ^^The great 
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appear to us great beoanse we are kneeling— -let 
us rise/' They rose, and out of the turmoil came 
an enormous enlargement of the dining-hall« 

Carl Sandburg sings of Chicago with husky- 
haughty lips. I like Chicago and I like poetry; 
but I do not much care for the combination as il- 
lustrated in Mr. Sandburg's volumci Chicago 
Poems. I think it has been overrated. It is pre- 
tentious rather than important. It is the raw ma- 
terial of poetry, rather than the finished product. 
Mere passion and imagination are not enough to 
make a poet, even when accompanied by indigna- 
tion. If feeling and appreciation could produce 
poetry, then we should all be poets. But it is also 
necessary to know how to write. 

Carl Sandburg was bom at Galesburg, Illinois, 
on the sixth of January, 1878. He has ^'worked 
his own way'' through life with courage and am- 
bition, performing any kind of respectable indoor 
imd outdoor toil that would keep him alive. In 
the Spanish war, he immediately enlisted, and be- 
longed to the first military company that went to 
Porto Bico. In 1898 he entered Lombard College ; 
after his Freshman year, he tried to enter West 
Point, succeeding in every test — ^physical and men- 
tal — except that of arithmetic; there he has my 
hearty sympathy, for in arithmetic I was always 
slow but not sure. He returned to Lombard, and 
took the regular course for the next three years, 
paying his way by hard work. His literary ambi- 
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tion had already been awakened, and he attained 
distinction among hie mates. Since graduation, 
he has had constant and varied experience in jour- 
nalism. For a group of poems, of which the first 
was Chicago, he was awarded the Levinson prize 
as the best poem by an American that had ap- 
peared in Poetry during the year October 1913- 
October 1914. In 1916 appeared a substantial 
volame from his pen, called Chicago Poems. 

His work gives one the impression of being 
chaotic in form and content. Miss Lowell quotes 
him as sasring, ^^I don't know where I'm going, but 
I'm on my way." According to O. K. Chester- 
ton, this attitude was characteristic of modem life 
in general before the war. We don't know where 
we're going, — ^but let's put on more speed. Per- 
haps the other extreme, so characteristic of our 
southern African friends, is no better, yet it has a 
charm absent in the strenuosity of mere eagerness. 
A Southern negro, being asked whither he was 
going, replied ^^I aint goin' nowhar : Ise been done 
gone whar I was goin'l" It would appear that 
there is sufficient room between these extremes 
for individual and social progress. 

In manner Mr. Sandburg is closer to Walt Whit- 
man than almost any other of our contemporary 
poets. I do not call him an imitator, and certainly 
he is no plagiarist ; but I like that part of his work 
which is farthest removed from the manner of the 
man of Camden. Walt Whitman was a genius; 
and whilst it is quite possible and at times desir- 
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able to imitate his freedom in composition, it is 
not possible to catch the secret of his power. It 
would be an ungracious task to quote Mr. Sand- 
burg at his worst; we are all pretty bad at our 
worst, whether we are poets or not; I prefer to 
cite one of his poems which proves to me that 
he is not only an original writer, but that he pos- 
sesses a perceptive power of beauty that trans- 
forms the commonplace into something of poig- 
nant charm, like the song of the nightingale: 

Desolate and lone 

All night long on the lake 

Where fog trails and mist creeps, 

The whistle of a boat 

Calls and cries unendingly, 

lake some lost child 

In tears and trouble 

Hunting the harbour's breast 

And the harbour's eyes. 

He has a notable gift for effective poetic figures 
of speech; in his Nocturne in a Deserted Brick- 
yard, an old pond in the moonlight is a '^wide 
dreaming pansy/' This and other pieces show 
true power of poetic interpretation ; which makes 
me believe that the author ought to and will 
greatly surpass the average excellence exhibited 
in Chicago Poems. 

John Curtis Underwood is not only a dynamic, 
but an insurgent poet and critic. He has pub- 
lished four volumes of poems, The Iron Muse 
(1910), Americans (1912), Processionals (1915), 
and War Flames (1917). The roar of city streets 
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and tho dcnfeiiing pounding of machinery resound 
through his pages ; yet he somehow or other makes 
a singing voice heard amid the din. In faot, he 
uses the din as an accompaniment ; he is a kind of 
Tocal Tnbal Cain. He writes about strap-hang- 
ers, chorus girls, moving pictnres, convicts, hos- 
pitals, bridge-builders and construction gangs— a 
symphony of noise, where everybody plays some 
instmment. He is no pessimist and he is not 
sour ; there are a good many ' ' damns * ' and ' * hells * * 
in his verse, because, whatever he lacks, he does 
not lack emphasis. His philosophy seems to be 
similar to that of the last two stanzas of In 
Memoriam, though Mr. Underwood expresses it 
somewhat more concretely. 

Leading thu long ptoeeeuon tbroogh the midnight, 
Man that waa ether, fire, sea, germ and ape, 
Out of the fjsom blind of slime emerging, 
Ont of the aeons black where ill went groping. 
Finding the Are, was fused to homan shape. 

Heading the dreary marehee throngh daib ages; 
Where the rest perished that the rest might be, 
Out of the aeons raw and red of bloodshed, 
Van that was caveman, fonnd the stars. Forever 
Han to the stan goes marching from the aea. 

His poem Central, in which the telephone girl's 
work is interpreted, is as typical as any of Mr. 
Underwood's style; and no one, I think, can fail 
to see the merit in his method. 

Thongh men may bnild their bridges high and plant their piers 
below the aea, 
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Aii4 driye their trains across the sky; a higher task is left to. 

me. 
I bridge the void 'twizt soul and soul; I bring the longing 

lovers near. 
I draw you to your spirit's goal. I serve the ends of fraud 

and fear* 

The older fates sat in the sun. The cords they spun were 

short and slight. 
I set my stitches one by one, where life electric fetters nighty 
Till it outstrips the planet's speed, and out of darkness leaps 

to day; 
And men in Maine shall hear and heed a voice from San 

Francisco Bay. 

There is snch a display of cynical cleverness in 
the verse of T. S. Eliot that I think he might be 
able to write almost anjrthing except poetry. He 
has an aggressive champion in the distinguished 
novelist. May Sinclair, who says his best work is 
equal to the best of Bobert Browning. 

John G. Neihardt was bom in Illinois on the 
eighth of January, 1881. From 1901 to 1907 he 
lived among the Nebraska Indians, studying their 
folklore and characteristics. He has published a 
number of books, of which the best is perhaps A 
Bundle of Myrrh, 1907. In 1915 he produced an 
epic of the American Fur Trade, preparing him- 
self for the task as follows: '^I descended the 
Missouri in an open boat, and also ascended the 
Tellowstone for a considerable distance. On the 
upper river the country was practically un- 
changed; and for one familiar with what had 
taken place there, it was no diflScuIt feat of the 
imagination to revive the details of that time — 
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the men, the trails, the boats, the trading posts 
where veritable satraps once ruled under the 
■way of the American Fur Company." 

I heartily envy him these experiences; to me 
every river is an adventure, even the quiet, serious 
old Connecticut 

Tet the poem that resulted from these visions is 
not remarkable. Nothing, I suppose, is more dif- 
ficult than to write a good long poem. Poe dis- 
approved of the undertaking in itself; and only 
men of undoubted genius have succeeded, whereas 
writers of hardly more than ordinary talent have 
occasionally turned off something combining 
brevity and excellence. I feel sure that Mr. Nei- 
hardt talks about this journey more impressively 
than he writes about it. His love lyrics, in A 
Bundle of Myrrh, are much better. The ten- 
dency to eroticism is redeemed by sincerity of 
feeling. 

Charles Wharton Stork was bom at Philadel- 
phia, on the twelfth of February, 1881, and 
studied at Haverford, Harvard, and the Univer- 
sity of Pennsylvania. He is a scholar, a member 
of the English Faculty of the University of Penn- 
sylvania, and has made many translations of 
Scandinavian poems. Always interested in mod- 
em developments of poetry, both in America and 
Europe, he is at present the editor of Contem- 
porary Verse, a monthly magazine exclusively 
made up of original poems. This periodical has 
been of considerable assistance to students of con- 
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temporary poetry, for it has given an oppor- 
tunity to hitherto unknown writers, and often it 
contains some notable contribution from men of 
established reputation. Thus the number for 
April, 1918, may some day have bibliographical 
value, since it leads off with a remarkable poem 
by Vachel Lindsay, The Eyes of Queen Esther. 
I advise collectors to secure this, and to subscribe 
to the magazine. Mr. Stork has written much 
verse himself, of which Flying Fish: an Ode, may 
be taken as illustrative of his originality and im- 
agination. 

Another excellent magazine of contemporary 
poetry is The Sonnet, edited and published by 
Mahlon Leonard Fisher, at Williamsport, Penn- 
sylvania, of which the first number bears the date 
February, 1917. This appears bimonthly ; and 
while the attempt to publish any magazine what- 
ever displays courage, Mr. Fisher is apparently 
on the side of the conservatives in art. ^^We 
have attempted no propagandism, and acknowl- 
edged no revolution, *' is the sentence that forms 
the signature to his periodical Furthermore, we 
are informed that ^Hhe sole aim of The Sonnet is 
to publish poetry so well thought of by its makers 
that they were willing to place it within strict con- 
fines. The magazine will have nothing to say in 
defence of its name. It will neither attack nor 
respond to attacks.'' It has certainly printed 
some good sonnets, among which are many by the 
editor. In 1917 appeared a beautiful little vol- 
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nme, limited to two hundred copies, and pnb- 
liflhed by the authoT—8o$imets: a First Series. 
Fifty spedmene are indnded, all written by Mr. 
Fiaher. More than a few have grace and trath. 

A new aspirant appeared in 1917 with his first 
volume, Streets and Faces. This is Sendder Mid- 
dleton, brother of George Middleton, the dram- 
atist He was bom at New Tork, on the ninth of 
September, 1888, and studied at Columbia. His 
little book of poetry contains nothing profound, 
yet there is evidence of undoubted talent which 
gives me hope. The best poem of his that I have 
seen was published in Contemporary Verse in 
1917, and makes a fine recessional to Mr. Braith- 
waits 's Anthology. 

THE POETS 

We need you now, fteong gouduni of our hetzti^ 

Now, wben a darknees liee on lee and land, 
When we of weakening faith forget onr parte 

And bow before tbe falling of the aand. 
Be with 08 now or we betray onr tmat 

And lay, ^Tbere ii no wisdom hot in death^— 
Bemembering lovely eyee now eloaed with dnut — 

^here is no beanty that outlasts tbe breath." 
For we are growing blind and eannot see, 

Beyond the elouds that stand like prison baiii 
The ehangeless regions of our empery, 

Where onee we moved in friendship with the staxi. 
childjpen of tlie light, now in our grief 
Give us again the solaee of belief* 

A yonng Princeton stndent^ John Peale Bishop, 
First Lieutenant of Infantry igi the Officers Be- 



WILLIAM ASPENWALL BRADLEY 297 

serve Corps^ who studied the art of verse under 
the instruction of Alfred Noyes, published in 1917 
a little book of original poems, with the modest 
title, Green Fruit These were mostly written 
during his last undergraduate year at college, and 
would not perhaps have been printed now had he 
not entered the service. The subjects range from 
the Princeton Inn to Italy* Mr. Bishop is a dear- 
voiced singer, and there are original songs here, 
which owe nothing to other poets. Such a poem 
as Mushrooms is convincing proof of ability ; and 
there is an excellent spirit in him. 

William Aspenwall Bradley was bom at Hart- 
ford, Connecticut, on the eighth of February, 1878. 
He was a special student at Harvard, and took his 
bachelor's and master's degrees at Columbia. He 
is now in the Oovemment War Service. He wrote 
an admirable Life of Bryant in the English Men of 
Letters series, and has made many scholarly con- 
tributions to the literature of criticism. He has 
issued two volumes of original verse, of which per- 
haps the better known is Old Christinas, 1917. 
This is composed of tales of the Cumberland 
region in Kentucky. These poem-stories are not 
only full of dramatic power, comic and tragic, but 
they contain striking portraits. I think, however, 
that I like best Mr. Bradley's nature-pictures. 
The pleasure of recognition will be felt by every- 
one who reads the first few lines of 
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AUTUMN 

Now shorter grow November days. 
And leaden ponds begin to glaze 
With their first ice, while every night 
The hoarfrost leaves the meadows white 
Like wimples spread upon the lawn 
By maidens who are up at dawn, 
And sparkling diamonds may be seen 
Strewing the close-clipped golfing green. 
But the slow sun dispels at noon 
The season's work begun too soon, 
Bidding faint filmy mists arise 
And fold in softest draperies 
The distant woodlands bleak and bare. 
Until they seem to melt in air. 

William Griffith was born at Memphis, Mis- 
souri, on the fifteenth of February 1876, and re- 
ceived his education at the public schools. He 
has been a ^^ newspaper man" and magazine edi* 
tor, and has produced a number of books in verse 
and prose, of which the best example is City Pas- 
torals, originally published in 1915, revised and 
reissued in 1918. The title of this book appears 
to be a paradox; but its significance is clear 
enough after one has read a few pages. It is an 
original and interesting way of bringing the 
breath of the country into the town. The scene 
is a New York Club on a side street ; the year is 
1914 ; the three speakers are Brown, Gray, Green ; 
the four divisions are Spring, Summer, Autumn, 
Winter. The style is for the most part rimed 
stanzas in short metre, which go trippingly on the 
tongue. Grace and delicacy characterize the pic- 
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tures of the country that the men bring back to the 
smoky city from their travels. 

Occultly through n riven cloud 

The ancient river shines again. 
Still wandering like a silver road 

Among the cities in the plain. 

On far horizons softly lean 
The hills against the coming night; 

And mantled with a russet green. 
The orchards gather into sight. 

Through apples hanging high and low. 

In ruddy colours, deeply spread 
From core to rind, the sun melts slow. 

With gold upcaught against the red. 

And here and there, with sighs and calls, 

Among the hills an echo rings 
Remotely as the water falls 

And down the meadow softly sings. 

A wind goes by; the air is stirred 
With secret whispers far and near; 

Another token — ^just a word 
Had made the rose's meaning clear. 

I see the fields; I catch the scent 

Of pine cones and the fresh split wood, 

Where bearded moss and stains are blent 
With autumn rains — and all is good. 

An air, arising, turns and lifts 
The fallen leaves where they had Tain 

Beneath the trees, then weakly shifts 
And slowly settles back again. 

While with far shouts, now homeward bound, 

Across the fields the reapers go; 
And, with the darkness dosing round, 

The lilies of the twilight blow. 
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Many of the other poems in this volume, thsit 
follow the City Pastorals, are interpretations of 
various individuals and of various nationalities. 
Mr. Griffith has a gift for the making of epigrams ; 
and indeed he has studied concision in all his 
work. It may be that this is a result of his long: 
years of training in joamalism; he must have 
silently implored the writers of manuscripts he 
was forced to read to leave their damnable faces 
and begin. Certain it is, that although he can 
write smoothly flowing music, there is hardly a 
page in his whole book that does not contain 
some idea worth thinking about His wine of 
Cyprus has both body and bouquet 

Three professional teachers of youth who write 
poetry as an avocation are John Erskine, pro^ 
f essor at Columbia, whose poems bear the impress 
of an original and powerful personality, William 
EUery Leonard, professor in the University of 
Wisconsin, the author of a number of volumes of 
poems, some of which show originality in concep- 
tion and style, and William Thornton Whitsett, of 
Whitsctt Institute, Whitsett, North Carolina, 
whose book Saber and Song (1917), exhibits such 
variations in merit that if one read only a few 
pages one might be completely deceived as to the 
author's actual ability. His besetting sin as an 
artist is moralizing. Fully half the contents of 
the volume are uninspired, commonplace, flat. 
But when he forgets to preach, he can write true 
poetry. He has the lyrical gift to a high degree, 
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and has a rather remarkable command of the tech- 
nique of the art. An Ode to Expression, The Soul 
of the Sea, and some of the Sonnets, fully justify 
their publication. The author is much too fond 
of the old '* poetic diction*'; he might do well to 
study simplicity. 

A poet who differs from the two last mentioned 
in her ability to maintain a certain level of excel- 
lence is Helen Hay Whitney. She perhaps in- 
herited her almost infallible good taste and liter- 
ary tact from her distinguished father, that wholly 
admirable person, John Hay. His greatness as 
an international statesman was matched by the 
extraordinary charm of his character, which ex- 
pressed itself in everything he wrote, and in 
numberless acts of kindness. He was the ideal 
American gentleman. One feels in reading the 
poems of Mrs. Whitney that each one is written 
both creatively and critically. I mean that she 
has the primal impulse to write, but that in writ- 
ing, and more especially in revising, every line 
is subnutted to her own severe scrutiny. I am 
not sure that she has not destroyed some of her 
best work, though this is of course only conjecture. 
At all events, while she makes no mistakes, I 
sometimes feel that there is too much repression. 
She is one of our best American sonnet-writers. 
Such a poem as After Rain is a work of art. 

Corinne Boosevelt Bobinson (Mrs. Douglas 
Bobinson, sister of Theodore Boosevelt) has pub- 
lished two volumes of poems, The Call of Broth- 



y*i 



I » 









LJit --f^ •imam ii -l«.:i:-i^rr. Ij*^4- 
*::»» fix* -*»■» •:»»«»** •:rii"-vc ^ tttuii 






cr 



r-"* *i 



ct 



i»»ar:'i #«:iir?i« r* ii»*ar ij & 211:^211 :LiIi sr- rinse. Tt 



VT— 



• . • ^ m 

T:*!a'l«:»:. Sli»* ii:t*!» ii:C *er5r^ •>:fi az.i 

Tils ^tcr^^it* r:iiniin»»!»» a-ii rl-iii:i»*«a of develop- 
=:t*ct <i:»ijii a«:C i-iT» b«»«»2. aec»:c:rIi5fc»Hi except 



6a*in«wiL fr*:in ^ae inar :;2ii£ vjir wisrv bom 

JL2d ai}W. ^naC I ivw imc vuiu I unuit bms 
W.ca iior*:a& 3iiiriii§a« aiira <i^ !uv« n^ajs; 
Ami «> I ciKw tmic Lav« ami Pun an 
T-ft iii)C *H» STuTe Ji?5 winLd I forvgri^— 
T^e verr raiiiaace 4^ ^e tnpoe aoa 
XiJc*9 tnis (iark ai^ic but datrkis' h«Ti» beioir. 
Xioe ts 30 etivir*i ioai Co foanc the east; 
Tie ci)Ui of !o^e wish la-rsh harni I speB<iy 
Ajvi tuooir^ the sanliar^ of sty life m Ioai 
And 1 nxisC walk m sfiAdow to th« cndy-^ 



WITTER BYNNER 303 

I gladly press the cross against my heart — 
And welcome Pain^ that is Love's counterpart! 

Meredith Nicholson, the American novelist, like 
Mr. Galsworthy, Mr. Phillpotts and many other 
novelists in England, has published a volume of 
original verse. Poems, 1906. It is possibly a sign 
of the growing interest in poetry that so many 
who have won distinction in prose should in 
these latter days strive for the laurel crown. Mr. 
Nicholson's poems are a kind of riming journal 
of his heart. It is clear that he is not a bom 
poet, for the flame of inspiration is not in these 
pages, nor do we find the perfect phrase or ravish- 
ing music; what we do have is well worth preser- 
vation in print — the manly, dignified, imaginative 
speculations of a clear and honest nund. Fur- 
thermore, although he writes verse with his left 
hand, there is displayed in many of these pieces 
a mastery of the exact meaning of words, at- 
tained possibly by his long years of training in 
the other harmony of prose. 

Witter Bynner — the spelling of whose name I 
defy any one to remember, and envelopes ad- 
dressed to him must be a collection of curiosities 
—was bom at Brooklyn on the tenth of August, 
1881. He was graduated from Harvard in 1902, 
and addressed his Alma Mater in an Ode To Har- 
vard, ptblished in book form in 1907. In 1917 he 
collected in one attractive volume, Grenstone 
Poems, the best of his production — exclusive of 
his plays and prose — ^up to that date. One who 
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knew Mr. Bynner only by the terrific white bIavb 
drama Tiger, would be quite unprepared for the 
sylvan Bweetnese of the Orenstone poems. 
Their environment, mainly rurali^ does not localize 
the sentiment overmuch; for the poet's mind is a 
kingdom, even though he is bounded in a nutshelL 
The environment, however, may be partly respon- 
sible for the spirit of healthy cheerfulness that 
animates these verses; whatever they lack, they 
certainly do not lack purity and charm. Far 
from the madding crowd the singer finds con- 
tentment, which is the keynote of these songs; 
happiness built on firm indestructible founda- 
tions. Some of the divisional titles indicate the 
range of subjects: Neighbors and the Country^ 
aide, Children and Death, Wisdom and Unwisdom, 
Celia, Away from Orenstone, where homesickness 
is expressed while travelling in the Far East. 
And the tone is clearly sounded in 

A GRACE BEFORE THE POEMS 

*flM there saeh a plaoe as (Jienetonef ' 

Celia, hear them aakl 
Tell me, aball we share it with themf — 

Shall we let them breathe and baak 

On the windy, annny paatnre, 

Where the hill*top tuma ita face 
Toward the valley of the mountain, 

Onr beloved place f 

Shall we show them throngh our efanrchyard, 

With ita erombling wall 
Set between the dead and living? 

Shall our willowed waterfall, 
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HnckleberrieBi pines and blnebirds 

Be a secret we shall share t-** 
If they make but little of it, 

Celia, shall we caref 

It will be seen that the iBdependence of Mr. 
Bynner is quite different from the independence of 
Mr. Underwood ; but they both have the secret of 
self-suflSdency. 

Another loyal Harvard poet is Herman Hage- 
dorn, who was bom at New York in 1882| and 
took his degree at college in 1907. For some time 
he was on the English Faculty at Harvard, and 
has a scholar's knowledge of English literature. 
He has published plays and books of verse, of 
which the best known are A Troop of the Guard 
(1909) and Poems and Ballads , which appeared 
the same year. He has a good command of lyrical 
expression, which ought to enable him in the years 
to come to produce work of richer content than 
his verses have thus far shown. 

The best known of the Harvard poets of the 
twentieth century is Percy Mackaye, who is still 
better known as a playwright and maker of 
pageants. He was bom at New York, on the six- 
teenth of March, 1875, and was graduated from 
Harvard in 1897. He has travelled much in Eu- 
rope, and has given many lectures on dramatic 
art in America. His poetry may be collectively 
studied in one volume of appalling avoirdupois, 
published in 1916. It takes a strong wrist to 
hold it, but it is worth the effort. 
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Tho chief difficulty with Mr. Mackaye is Ids :::- 
ability to escape from his opinions. He is far 
too sclf-conscionSy much too mach preoccupied 
with theory, both in drama and in poetry. He caL 
write nothing without explaining his motive, ^th- 
out tr>'ing to show himself and others the aim of 
poetry and drama. However morally noble all 
this may be — and it surely is that — it hampers the 
author. I wish he could for once completely for- 
get all artistic propaganda, completely forget him- 
self, and give his Muse a chance. ''She needs no 
introduction to this audience.'' 

There is no doubt that he has something of the 
divine gift. His Centenary Ode on Lincoln, pub- 
lished separately in 1909, was the best out of all 
the inunense number of effusions I read that year. 
He rose to a great occasion. 

One of his most original pieces is the dog-vivi- 
section poem, called The Heart in the Jar. There 
is a tumultuous passion in it almost overpower- 
ing; and no one but a true poet could ever have 
thought of or have employed such sjrmbolism. 
Mr. Mackaye 's mind is so alive, so inquisitive, so 
volcanic, that he seems to me always just about 
to produce something that shall surpass his pre- 
vious efforts. I have certainly not lost faith in 
his future. 

John Gould Fletcher was bom at Little Bock, 
Arkansas, in 18S6. He studied at Andover and at 
Harvard, and has lived much in London. He has 
become identified with the Imagists. Personally 
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I wish that Mr. Fletcher would use his remark- 
able power to create gorgeous imagery in the 
production of orthodox forms of verse. Free 
verse ought to be less monotonous than constantly 
repeated sonnets, quatrains, and stanza-forms ; 
but the fact is just the other way. A volume 
made up entirely of free verse, unless written by 
a man of genius, has a capacity to bore the readet 
that at times seems almost criminal. 

Conrad Aiken was bom at Savannah, Georgia, 
on the fifth of August, 1889, is a graduate of Har- 
vard and lives in Boston. He has published sev- 
eral volumes of poems, among which Earth Tri- 
umphant (1914) is representative of his ability 
and philosophy. It certainly represents his abil- 
ity more fairly than The Jig of Forslin (1916), 
which is both pretentious and dull. I suspect few 
persons have read every page of it. I have. 

Not yet thirty, Mr. Aiken is widely known ; but 
the duration of his fame will depend upon his 
future work. He has thus far shown the power to 
write melodious music, to paint nature pictures 
in warm colours ; he is ever on the quest of Beauty. 
His sensible preface to Earth Triumphant calls 
attention to certain similarities between his style 
in verse-narrative and that of John Masefield. 
But he is not a copier, and his work is his own. 
Some poets are on the earth; some are in the air; 
some, like Shelley, are in the aether. Conrad 
Aiken is firmly, gladly on the earth. He believes 
that our only paradise is here and now. 
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He sorely has the gift of singing speech, Imt hi& 
poetry lacks intellectual content* In the vohime, 
Nocturne of Remembered Spring (IQIT), there is a 
dreamy charm, like the hesitating notes of Chopin. 

Although his contribution to the advance of 
poetry is not important, he has the equipment 
of a poet When he has more to say, he will 
have no difficulty in making us listen; for he un- 
derstands the magic of words. Thus far his 
poems are something like librettos; they don't 
mean much without the music Let him remem- 
ber the bitter cry of old Henry Vanghan : every 
artist, racked by labour-pains, will understand 
what Vaughan meant by calling this piece 
Anguish: 

01 'tis m easy thing 
To write and sing; 
Bat to write true, unfeignM verse 
Isyeiyhardt Ood, disperse 
These weights, and give my spirit leave 
To set as well as to coneeivet 

Among our young American poets there are 
few who have inherited in richer or purer measure 
than William Alexander Percy. He was bom at 
Greenville, Mississippi, on the fourth of May, 
1885, and studied at the University of the South 
and at the Harvard Law School He is now in 
military service. In 1915, his volume of poems, 
Sappho in Leukas, attracted immediately the at- 
tention of discriminating critics. The prologue 
shows that noble devotion to art, that high faith 
in it, entirely beyond the understanding of the 
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PhilistinCi but which awakens an instant and 
accurate vibration in the heart of every lover of 
poetry. 

O singing heart, think not of aught save aong; 

Beauty can do no wrong. 
Let but th' inviolable musio shake 

Qolden on golden flake, 

Down to the human throng, 
And one, one surely, will look up, and hear and wake. 

Weigh not the rapture; measure not nor sift 

Ood's dark, delirious gift; 
But deaf to immortality or gain. 

Give as the shining rain. 

Thy musio pure and swift. 
And here or there, sometime, somewhere, Hwill reach the grain. 

There is a wide range of subjects in this volumei 
Greek, mediaeval, and modem — ^inspiration from 
books and inspiration from outdoors. But there 
is not a single poem that could be called crude or 
flat. Mr. Percy is a poet and an artist; he can 
be ornate and he can be severe; but in both 
phases there is a dignity not always characteristic 
of contemporary verse. I do not prophesy— but 
I feel certain of this man. 

One day in 1917, I clipped a nameless poem 
from a daily newspaper, and carried it in my 
pocketbook for months. Later I discovered that 
it was written by Mr. Percy, and had first ap- 
peared in The Bellman. 1 know of no poem by 
any American published in the year 1917 that for 
combined beauty of thought and beauty of expres^ 
sion is superior to this little masterpiece. 
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OVERTONES 

I heud a bird kt break of day 

Sing from the autumn treea 
A wiDg ao mystical and calm, 

So full of oertaintiea, 
No man, I think, could liiten long 

Except upon bia knees. 
Yet thia waa but a limple bird, 

Alone, among dead treea. 

Alan Seeger — whose heroic death glorified Ma 
youth— was bom at New York on the twenty-sec- 
ond of June, 1888. He studied at Harvard ; then 
lived in Paris, and no one has ever Iov6d Paris 
more than he. He enlisted in the Foreign Legion 
of France at the outbreak of the war in 1914, and 
fell on the fourth of July, 1916. His letters show 
bis mind and heart clearly. 

He knew his poetry was good, and that it would 
not die with his body. In the last letter he wrote^ 
we find these words: "I will write yon soon if I 
get through all right. If not, my only earthly 
care is for my poems. Add the ode I sent you 
and the three sonnets to my last volume and you 
will have opera omnia quae eanstant." 

He wrote his autobiography in one of his last 
sonnets, paying poetic tribute to Philip Sidney — 
lover of woman, lover of battle, lover of art. 

Sidney, in whom the h^dey of romanca 
Came to ita precious and most perfect flower, 
Whether yuu tourneyed with nctoriouB lance 
Or brought sweet roundelays to Stella's bower. 
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I give myself some credit for the way 

I have kept clean of what enslaves and lowerSi 

Shunned the ideals of our present day 

And studied those that were esteemed in yours; 

For, turning from the mob that buys Siiecess 

By saerifieing all life's better part, 

Down the free roads of human happiness 

I frolicked, poor of purse but light of heart, 

And lived in strict devotion all along 

To my three idols — ^Love and Arms and Song. 

His most famous poem, 1 Have a Rendezvous 
with Death, is almost intolerably painful in its 
tragio beauty, in its contrast between the dark- 
ness of the unchanging shadow and the apple-blos- 
soms of the sunny air — ^above all, because we read 
it after both Youth and Death have kept their 
wordy and met at the place appointed. 

He was an inspired poet Poetry came from 
him as naturally as rain from clouds. His mag- 
nificent Ode in Memory of the American Volun- 
teers Fallen in France has a nobility of phrase 
that matches the elevation of thought. Work like 
this cannot be forgotten. 

Alan Seeger was an Elizabethan. He had a 
consuming passion for beauty — his only religion. 
He loved women and he loved war, like the gallant, 
picturesque old soldiers of fortune. There was 
no pose in all this ; his was a brave, uncalculating, 
forthright nature, that gave everything he had 
and was, without a shade of fear or a shade of 
regret. He is one of the most fiery spirits of our 
time, and like Rupert Brooke, he will be thought 
of as immortally young. 
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CHAFTEBXI 

A OBOUP or YALM tOKTA 

Heniy A. Been — the Ane qiulit; of hu litany style in 
PTD80 and vene — ^force and grace — finished art— bis hmnouiv^ 
C. ii. Lewis — his war poem — £. B. Beed— Xyra TaJftuu — 
F. £. Pieroe — his farm lyrics — Brian Hookei^-liifl strong 
aonnetA — his Tuma — B. G. Rogen — The Boiary — Rupert 
Hnghoa — novelist, playwri^t, muaiciaii, poet — Robert Uua- 
ger— his singing — £. B. Ulaenwr — his fancies — Benj&mtn B, 
0. Low — his growth — William H. Ben^t — his vitality and op- 
timiam — Artbnr Colton — his Chaucer poem — ^Allan Updegraff 
—T\e Time and the Place—hee Wilson Dodd— bis develop- 
ment—a list of other Yale Poeta— Stephen V. Ben^ 

During the twentieth century there has been 
flowing a fountain of verse from the faculty, young 
altuuni, and undergraduates of Yale University; 
and I reserve this space at the end of my book for 
a consideration of the Yale group of poets, some 
of whom are already widely known and some of 
whom seem destined to be. I am not thinking of 
magazine verse or of fugitive pieces, but only of 
independent volumes of original poems. Yale 
has always been dose to the national Ufe of 
America ; and the recent outburst of poetry from 
her sons la simply additional evidence of the re- 
naissance all over the United States. Anyhow, 
the fact is worth recording. 

Professor Henry A. Beers was bom at Buffalo 
on the second of July, 1847. He was admitted to 
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the New York Bar in 1870, but in 1871 became an 
Instmctor in English Literature at Yale, teach- 
ing continuously for forty-five years, when he 
retired. He has written — ^at too rare intervals — 
all his life. His book of short stories, containing 
A Suburban Pastoral and Split Zephyr , the last- 
named being, according to Meredith Nicholson, 
the best story of college life ever printed, would 
possibly have attracted more general attention 
were it not for its prevailing tone of quiet, unob- 
trusive pessimism, an unwelcome note in America. 
I am as sure of the high quality of A Suburban, 
Pastoral as I am sure of anything; and have never 
found a critic who, after reading the tale, dis- 
agreed with me. Li 1885 Professor Beers pub- 
lished a little volume of poems. The Thankless 
Muse; and in 1917 he collected in a thin book The 
Two Twilights, the best of his youthful and ma- 
ture poetic production. The variety of expres- 
sion is so great that no two poems are in the same 
mood. In Love, Death, and Life we have one of 
the most passionate love-poems in American lit- 
erature ; in The Pasture Bars the valediction has 
the soft, pure tone of a silver belL 

Professor Beers has both vigour and grace. 
His fastidious taste permits him to write little, 
and to print only a small part of what he writes. 
But the force of his poetic language is so extraor- 
dinary that it has sometimes led to a complete and 
unfortunate misinterpretation of his work. In 
The Dying Pantheist to the Priest, he wrote a 
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poem a8 purely dramatio^ as non-penonal, as the 
monologaes of Browning; he quite eneoeBsfally 
represented the attitude of an (imaginary) de- 
fiant, unrepentant pagan to an (imaginary) priest 
who wished to save him in his last moments. The 
speeohes put into the mouth of the pantheist no 
more represent Mr. Beers 's own sentiments 
than Browning's poem Confessions represented 
Browning's attitude toward death and religion; 
yet it is perhaps a tribute to the fervour of the 
lyric that many readers have taken it as a violent 
attack on Christian theology. 

Just as I am certain of the finished art of A 
SubiAfban Pastoral, I am equally certain of the 
beauty and nobility of the poetry in The Two Twi- 
lights. This volume gives its author an earned 
place in the front rank of living American poets. 

To me one of the most original and charming of 
the songs is the valediction to New York — ^and the 
homage to New Haven. 

NUNC DIHITTIS 

HigUandt of Navednk, 
By the blae oeeon's brinks 
Let your grey bases drink 

Deep of the sea. 
Tide that eomea flooding up. 
Fill me a stirrup cup, 
Pledge me a parting sup, 

Now I go free. 

Wall of the Palisades, 

I know where greener glades, 

Deeper glenSy darker shades. 
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Hemloek and pine. 
Far toward the morning lie 
Under a bluer skyi 
Lifted by cliffs as high, 

Hannts that are mme. 

Marshes of Hackensacki 
See, I am going back 
Where the Qoinnipiac 

Winds to the bay, 
Down its long meadow traeki 
Piled in the myriad stack. 
Where in wide bivouac 

Camps the salt hay. 

Spire of old Trinity, 
Never again to be 
Seamark and goal to me 

As I walk down; 
Chimes on the upper air, 
Calling in vain to prayer. 
Squandering your music where 

Boars the black town: 

Bless me onee ere I ride 
Off to €k>d's countryside, 
Where in the treetops hide 

Belfry and bell; 
Tongues of the steeple towers, 
Telling the slow-paced boun — 
Sail, thou still town of ours — 

Bedlam, fiureweU I 

Those who are familiar with Professor Beers 's 

« 

humour, as expressed in The Ways of Yale, will 
wish that he had preserved also in this later book 
some of his whimsicalities^ as in the poem A Fish 
Story, which begins : 
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A whale of grmi poiwity, 
And mmll ipeeifie gnvity. 
Dived down with mneh veloeitjr 

But eoon the weight of water 
8qaeeied in bis fat immenaity, 

Whieh Taried — as it ought 
Inveraely aa his density. 



Professor Charlton M. Lewis was bom at 
Brooklyn on the fourth of March, 1866. He took 
his B.A. at Tale in 1886, and an LL.B at Colum- 
bia in 1889. For some years he was a practising 
lawyer in New York ; in 1895 he became a member 
of the Yale Faculty. In 1903 he published 
Gawayne and the Oreen Knight, a long poem, in 
which humour and imagination are delightfully 
mingled. His lyric Pro Patria (1917) is a good 
illustration of his poetic powers ; it is indeed one 
of America's finest literary contributions to the 
war. 

PRO PATRIA 

Remember, aa the flaming ear 

Of min nearer rolls, 
That of onr eountry's snbetanee are 

Our bodiea and onr souls. 



Her dnst we are, and to her dnst 
Onr ashes shall desoend: 

Who erayes a lineage more aogost 
Or a diviner endf 

By blessing of her fmitfnl dews. 
Her snns and winds and rains, 

We have her granite in our thews, 
Her iron in our veins. 
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Andy sleeping in her sacred earth, 

The ever-living dead 
On the dark miracle of birth 

Their holy influence shed. . . . 

So, in the faith our fathers kept. 

We live, and long to die; 
To sleep forever, as they have slept, 

Under a sunlit sky; 

Cloee-folded to our mother's heart 

To find our souls' release — 
A secret coetemal part 

Of her eternal peace; — 

Where Hood, Saint Helen's and Rainier, 

In vestal raiment, keep 
Inviolate through the varying year 

Their immemorial sleep; 

Or where the meadow-lark, in coy 

But oahn profusion, pours 
The liquid fragments of his joy 

On old colonial shores. 

Professor Edward B. Keed, B.A. 1894, pub- 
lished in 1913 a tiny volume of academic verse, 
called Lyra Talensis. This contains happilj hu- 
morous comment on college life and college cus- 
toms, and as the entire edition was almost imme- 
diately sold, the book has already become some- 
thing of a rarity. In 1917, he collected the best of 
his more ambitious work in Sea Moods, of which 
one of the most impressive is 

THE DAWN 

He shook his head as he turned away — 

'Is it life or death f '"We shall know by day." 
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Out from the wmb iriiere the mtk folk Ik^ 
Out oMtti the blMk and bitter iky. 
Past ona o'ok>ek aad the wind ia AHU, 
Tba anow-alad atiaeta ai« ghoatly atUl; 
No friendly noiae, no ebeering Ugkti 
80 ealm the city aleapa to-night» 
I think ila aoal haa taken fl^^ 

Baek to the empty home a thrill^ 

A ahndder at ita darkened aill, 

For the cloek chimea aa on that motn^ 

That happy day when ahe waa horn. 

And noW| inexorably alow. 

To life or death the hooia go. 

Time'a winga are clipped; be aearee doth ereep. 

Tonight no drag could bring yon aleep; 

Watch at the window for the day; 

'Tia all that'a leflr-to wateh and pray. 

Bat I think the prayer of an angoiahed heart 

Maat pieree that bleak aky like a dart. 

And tear that pall of eloada apart 

The poplara, edging the froaen lawn, 
8ha<kler and whisper: '^ait till dawn.'' 



Two apirita atand beside her bed 

Softly stroking her early head. 

Death whispersi ''Come'' — ^lif e whispersi ^Stay." 

Child, little child, go not away. 

life pleada, 'Heroember"— and Death, ^oxget" 

Little child, little child, go not yet 

By all yoor mother'a love and pain, 

Child of oar heart, child of oar brain, 

Stay with as; go not tiU yoa see 

The Fairyland that Uf e can be. 

The poplars, edging the froaen lawn. 

Are dancing and singing. ''Thank Ood— the DawnT 



Professor Frederick B. Pierce, B.A. 1904, has 
produced three volumes of poems, of whicli The 



A GROUP OF YALE POETS 319 

World that God Destroyed exhibits an epic sweep 
of the imagination. He imagines a world far off 
in space, where every form of life has perished 
save rank vegetation. One day in their wander* 
ings over the universe, Lucifer and Michael meet 
on this dead ball. A truce is declared and each 
expresses some of the wisdom bought by experi- 
ence. 

The upas dripped its poison on the ground 
HarmlecNs; the silvery veil o£ fog went up 
From mouldering fen and cold, malarial pool. 
But brought no taint and threatened ill to none. 
Far off adown the mountain's craggy side 
From time to time the avalanche thundered, sounding 
Like sport of giant children, and the rocks 
Whereon it smote re-echoed innocently. 
Then in a pause of silence Lucifer 
Struck music from the harp again and sang. 

^ am the shadow that the sunbeams bring, 
I am the thorn from which the roses spring; 
Without the thorn would be no blossoming, 

Nor were there shadow if there were no gleam. 
I am a leaf before a wind that blows, 
I am the foam that down the current goes; 
I work a work on earth that no man knows. 

And Qod works too, — ^I am not what I seem. 

^TThere comes a purer mom whose stainless glow 
Shall east no shadow on the ground below, 
And fairer flowers without the thorn shall blow, 

And earth at last fulfil her parent's dream. 
Oh race of men who sin and know not why, 
I am as you and you are even as I; 
We all shaU die at length and gladly die; 

Tet even our deaths shall be not what they seem.** 
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Then MicliacI raised tlie golden ]yrt, sad etnick 
A note more wleiim Kft, and made zeply. 

There dwelt a doabt within my mind of yore; 
I WDght to end that doubt and laboored sore; 
But now I §earch its mystery no more, 

But leave it safe within the Gl^mal's hand. 
The tiger hunts the lamb and yeanu to kill, 
Himself by famine bunted, fiercer still; 
And much there is that seems unmingled ill; 

Bat Ood is wise, and Qod can nndentand. 

"All things on eartii in endless balanee tw^; 
Day follows night and night succeeds the d^; 
And so the powen of good and evil may 

Work out the purpose that bis wisdom planned. 
Eternal day would parch the dewy mould, 
Btemal night would freeie the lands with cold; 
* But wise was God who planned the world of old; 
I rest in Him for He oon understand. 

"Yet good and evil still their wills oppose; 
And serving both, we still must serve ss foes 
On yon far globe that teems with human woes; 

And sin thou art, though Qod work tbrongh thy hsnd. 
But here the race of man is now no more; 
The task is done, the long day's work is o'er; 
One boor Til dream thee what thou wert of yore, 

Though ehanged thou art, too changed to understaod." 

All day Bot Hichael there with Lucifer 
Talking of things unknown to men, old tales 
And memorin dating back beyond all time. 
And all night long beneath the lonely stars, 
That watched no more the sins of man, they lay, 
The angel's lofty face at rest against 
The iaA cheek scarred with thunder. 

Manting eame, 
And each departed on his eeparate way ; 
But each looked back and lingered as he passed. 
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Some of his best work, however, appears in 
short pieces that might best bo described as 
dofv lyrics of the farm, or, to use a title discarded by 

I _ 

onrfjB Temiyson, Idylls of the Hearth. Mr. Pierce 
knows the lonely farm-houses of New England, 
both by inheritance and habitation, and is a true 

i; interpreter of the spirit of rural life. 

'^^' One of the best-known of the group of Yale 

^ poets is Brian Hooker, who was graduated from 
Yale in 1902, and for some years was a member 

4 of the Faculty. His Poems (1915) are an im- 
portant addition to contemporary literature. He 
is a master of the sonnet-form, as any one may 
see for himself in reading 
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GHOSTS 

The dead return to us continually; 
Not at the void of night, as fables feign, 
In some lone spot where murdered bones have lain 

Wailing for vengeance to the passer-by; 

But in the merry clamour and full ery 
Of the brave noon, our dead whom we have slain ' 
And in forgotten graves hidden in vain, 

Bise up and stand beside us terribly. 

Sick with the beauty of their dear decay 
We conjure them with laughters onerous 
And drunkenness of labour; yet not thus 
May we absolve ourselves of yesterday — 
We cannot put those clinging arms awayi 
Nor those glad faces yearning over us. 

Mr. Hooker also inclndes in this volume a num- 
ber of Turns, which he describes as '^a new fixed 
form : Seven linesi in any rhythm, isometric and 
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^ ^» Turn :;:».a ^.- ^ 
*•'* •il the ht'Z'Jii *.' 
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-^jggsndtnent (1916) and his play Excuse Me (1911) 
.MiiP among his most successful productions. His 
^rks in prose fiction are conscientiously realistic 
^ad the finest of them are accurate chronicles of 
JLjtropolitan life; while his short stories, In a 
ttle Town (1917) are, like those of William 
Uen White, truthful both in their representation 
- ' village manners in the West, and in their recog- 
^ ition of spiritual values. In view of the **up- 
'^-dateness'' of Mr. Hughes's novels, it is rather 
arious that his one long poem Oyges' Ring 
1901), which was written during his student days 
^t Yale, should be founded on Greek legend. Tet 
^r. Hughes has been a student of Greek all his 
ife, and has made many translations from the 
oiiginaL I do not care much for Gyges* Ring; it 
is hammered out rather than created. But some 
of the author's short poems, to which he has often 
composed his own musical accompaniment, I find 
full of charm. Best of all, I think, is the imagi- 
native and delightful 

WITH A FIRST READER 

Dear fitUe oiiild, this littie book 

Is \xm a primer than a key 
To aniider gates where wonder waits 

Tonr ^Open Sesame P 

These tiny gyUables look laige; 

TheyHl fret your wide, bewildered eyes; 
Bnt '^s the eat upon the matf 

Is passport to the skies. 
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Kor, yi;t awhile, and yon aLall turn 
ji'iom Motber Uooae to Avon'i awta; 

Frum llai^r'a lamb to grim Khayyam, 
And SUncha'a mad-wiae Don. 

Ton'll writhe at Jean Valjean'i diagraoei 

And IVArtagnan and Ivanboe 
Shall iteal yuur aleep; and you shall weep 

At Sidney Carton's woe. 

Ton'll find old Ghaacer yonng once mor^ 
Beaumont and Fletcher fierce with fire; 

At your demand, John Milton'a hand 
Shall wake hia ivoiy lyre. 

And learning other toi^ea, yon'U learn 
All times are one; all men, one race; 

Hear Homer apeak, as Gredi to Qreek; 
See Dante, faoe to faee. 

Anna virumque sliall resound; 

And Horace wreathe hia rhymes afreeli; 
Ton'll rediscover I^ora's lover; 

Ueet Oretcben in the fieeh. 

Oh, eould I find for the first tine 

The Churchyard Elegy again I 
Retaate the sweeta of new-found Keats; 

Read Byron Jiow as then I 

Hake haste to wander these old roads, 

O envied little parvenue; 
For all things trite shall leap alight 

And. blocmt again for yon I 

Robert Manger, B.A., 1897, publiBhed in 1912 a 
volume called The Land of Lost Music. He ia a 
lyric poet Melody seems as natural to him as 
speech. 
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• 

There is a land uncharted o£ meadoiirat and shimmering moun- 
tains, 

Stiller than moonlight silence brooding and wan. 

The land of long-wandering' music and dead unmelodious 
fountains 

Of singing that rose in the dreams of them that are gone. 

That rose in the dreams of the dead and that rise in the dreams 

of the living, 
Fleeting, bodiless songs that passed in the niglit, 
Winging away on the moment of wonder their cadence was 

giving 
Into the deeps of the valleys of stifled delight. 

Bichard Butler Glaenzer, B.A. 1898, whose 
verses have frequently been seen in various pe- 
riodicals, collected them in Beggar and King, 
1917. His poems cover. a wide range of thought 
and feeling, but I like him best when he is most 
whimsicali as in 

COMPARISONS 

Jnpiter, lost to Vega's realm, 
Lights his lamp from the sun-ship's lielm: 
Big as a thousand earths, and yet 
Dimmed by the glow of a cigarette I 

Mr. Olaenzer has published a number of verse 
criticisms of contemporary writers, which he calls 
Snapshots. These display considerable penetra- 
tion ; perhaps the following is fairly illustrative. 

CABLE 

To read your tales 

Is like opening a cedar-box 

Of ante-bellum days, 

A box holding the crinoline and fan 
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• 

And the loitaiat ■hall diary 
With flowen pnned bciweai the keTei 
Bekmfing to tome kngnid grmmde dame 
Of Creole New Orleeiis. 

Benjamin R. C. Low, B.A. 1902, a practising 
lawyer, has pnbliBhed four or five volumes of 
poems, including The Sailor who has Sailed 
(1911), A Wand and Strings (1913) and The 
House that Was (1915). He is seen at his best in 
These United States, dedicated to Alan Seeger, 
which appeared in the Boston Transcript, 7 Feb- 
ruary, 1917. This is an original, vigorous work, 
full of the unexpected, and yet seen to be true as 
soon as expressed. His verses show a constantly 
increasing grasp of material, and I look for finer 
things from his pen. 

Although Mr. Low seems to be instinctively a 
romantic poet, he is fond of letting his imaginative 
sympathy play on common scenes in city streets ; 
as in The Sandwich Man. 

The lights of town ane pallid yet 

With winter afternoon; 
The sullied streets are dank and wet, 
The halted motors fnme and fret. 
The world turns homeward soon. 

There is no kindle in the sky, 

No cheering sunset flame; 
I have no help from passers-by, — 
They part, and give good-night; but I 

Walk with another's name. 



• • 



I have no kith, nor kin, nor home 

to turn to deep; 
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No star-lamp sifts me tiurongh the gloami 
I am the driven, wastrel foam 
On a subsiding deep. 

I do not toil for love, or fame, 

Or hope of high reward ; 
My path too low for praise or blame, 
I straggle on, each day the same. 

My panoply — a board. 

Who gave me life I do not know, 

Nor what that life should be, 
Or why I live at all ; I go, 
A dead leaf shivering with snow, 

Under a worn-out tree. 

The lights of town are blurred with mist| 

And pale with afternoon, — 
Of gold they are, and amethyst: 
Dull pain is creeping at my wrist. . • • 

The world turns homeward soon. 

A poet of national reputation is William Rose 
Benet, whd was graduated in 1907. Mr. Benet 
came to Yale from Augasta, Qeorgia, and since 
his graduation has been connected with the edi- 
torial staff of the Century Magazine. At present 
he is away in service in France, where his adven- 
turous spirit is at home. He may have taken 
some of his reputation with him, for he is sure to 
be a favourite over there; but the fame he left 
behind him is steadily growing. The very splen- 
dour of romance glows in his spacious poetry ; he 
loves to let his imagination run riot, as might be 
guessed merely by reading the names on his 
books. To every one who has ever been touched 
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by the love of a quest, his title-pages will ap- 
peal: The Great White Wall, a tale of ''ma^c 
adventure, of war and death"; Merchants from 
Cathay (1913), The Falconer of God (1914), The 
Burglar of the Zodiac (1917). His verses surge 
with vitality, as in The Boast of the Tides. He is 
at his best in long, swinging, passionate rhythms. 
Unfortunately in the same measures he is also at 
his worst His most potent temptation is the love 
of noise, which makes some of his less artistic 
verse sound like organized cheering. 

But when he gets the right tune for the right 
words, he is irresistible. There is no space here 
to quote such a rattling ballad — like a frenzy of 
snare^drums — ^as Merchants from Cathay, but it 
is not mere sound and fury, it is not swollen 
rhetoric, it is an inspired poem. No one can 
read or hear it without being violently aroused. 
Mr. Benet is a happy-hearted poet, singing with 
gusto of the joy of life. 

ON EDWARD WEBBE, ENGLISH GUNNER 

_ ^^ • ^^ 

He met the Daxmke pirates off Tuttee; 

Saw the Chrim bum ''Musko" ; speaks with bated breath 

Of his sale to the great Turk, when peril of death 

Chained him to oar their galleys on the sea 

Until, as gunner, in Persia they set him free 

To fight their foes. Of Prester John he saith 

Astounding things. But Queen Elizabeth 

He worships, and his deiur Lord on Calvary. 

Quaint is the phrase, ingenuous the wit 

Of this great ehildisli seaman in Palestine, 

Mocked home through Italy after his release 

With threats of the Armada; and all of it 
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Wanns me like fireUght jewelling old wine 
In some ghost inn hung with the golden fleece I 

Arthur Colton, B.A. 1890, is as quiet and refleo- 
tive as Mr. Benet is strenuous. Has any one evpr 
better expressed the heart of Chaucer's TroUus 
and Criseyde than in these few words T 

A smilei of flowersi and fresh May, across 
The dreamy, drifting face of old Romance; 
The same reiterate tale of love and loss 
And joy that trembles in the hands of chance; 
And midst his rippling lines old Oeoffrey stands. 
Saying, ''Pray for me when the tale is done, 
Who see no more the flowers, nor the sun.'' 

Mr. Colton collected many of his poems in 1907, 
tmder the title Harps Hung Up in Babylon. He 
had moved from New Haven to New York. 

Allan Updegraff, who left college before taking 
his degree, a member of the class of 1907, recently 
turned from verse to prose, and wrote an admir- 
able novel. Second Youth. He is, however, a true 
poet, and any one might be proud to be the au- 
thor of 

THE TIME AND THE PLACE 

Win yon not comet The pines are gold with evening 
And breathe their old-time fragrance by the sea; 
Ton loved so well their spicy exhalation, — 

So smiled to smell it and old ocean's piquancy; 
And those weird tales of winds and waves' relation— 
Conld you forget t Will yon not come to met 

See, 'tis the time: the last long gleams are going, 
llie pine-spires darken, mists rise waveringly; 
The gloamiog brings the old f^uniliar longing 
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To be n-eroooad by iwiligbl troiMt of tbe tea. 
And JQtt sodi tinled waveleU iborewud tfavongioff — 
Could yoo forget tbingt onee lo deer end mef 



Wbatever of tbe waves k eeeeelcw kngmgi 
And of tbe twiliffbt immortality: 
Tbe nige of tome wild, inchoate atpiratioD 

Akin to afterglow and stars and winds and 
This boor makes full and ponn out in libation,— 
Ck>ald you forgetf Will yon not come to mef 

What golden galleons sailed into the sunset 
Not to come home unto eternity: 
What souls went outward hopeful of returning. 

This time and tide might well call back across the 
Did we not dream so while old Wests were burning f 
Conld you forget such once-dear thinga— and mef 

From the dimmed sky and long grey waste of waters, 

LOi one lone sail on all the lonely sea 

A moment blooms to whiteness like a lily, 
As sudden fades, is gone, yet half-seems still to be; 

And you, — though that last time so strange and stilly,— 

Though you are dead, will yon not come to mef 

Lee Wilson Dodd, at present in service in 
France, was graduated in 1899, and for some years 
was engaged in the practice of the law. This oc- 
cnpation he abandoned for literature in 1907. He 
is the author of several successful plays, and has 
published two volumes of verse. The Modern Al- 
chemist (1906) and The Middle Miles (1915). 
His growth in the intervening years will be appar- 
ent to any one who compares the two boo}s:s ; there 
is in his best work a combination of fancy and 
humour. He loves to write about New England 
gardens and discovers beauty by the very simple 
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process of opening his eyes at home. The follow- 
ing poem is characteristically sincere : 

TO A NEO-PAGAN 

Tonr praiae of Nero leaves me eold: 
Poems of porphyry and of gold. 
Palatial poems, chill my heart. 
I gase— I wonder-^I depart. 
Not to Byzantiom would I roam 
In quest of beauty, nor Babylon; 
Nor do I seek Sahara's sun 
To blind me to the hills of home. 
Here am. I native; here the skies 
Bum not, the sea I know is grey; 
Wanly the winter sunset dies. 
Wanly oomes day. 
Tet on these hills and near this sea 
Beauty has lifted eyes to me, 
Unlustfnl eyeS| clear eyes and kind; 
While a clear voice chanted— 

"They who find 
"Me not beside their doortteps, know 
"Me never, know me never, though 
"Seeking, seeking me, high and low, 
"Forth on the far four winds they goT' 

Therefore your basalt, jade, and gems, 

Tour Saracenic silver, yow 

Nilotic gods, your diadons 

To bind the brows of Queens, impure, 

Pa-fidiouSf passionate, perfumed — these 

Tour pettedi pagan stage-properties, 

Seem biit as toys of trifling worth. 

For I have marked the naked earth 

Beside my doorstep yield to the print 

Of a long light f oot» and flash with the glint 

Of crocus-gold'* 

Crocus-gold! 

Procus-gold no mill may mint 
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Save the MiU of Gknl -• 

TheMUlof God! 

The Mm of God with His angeb rn'tl 



Other Yale poets are W. B. Arvine, 1903, whose 
book Hang Up Philosophy (1911), particularly ex- 
cels in tiie interpretation of natural scenery; 
Frederick M. Clapp^ 1901, whose volume On the 
Overland (since republished in America) was in 
process of printing in Bruges in 1914, when the 
Germans entered the old town, and smashed 
amoug other things, the St. Catherine Press. 
Just fifteen copies of Mr. Cllapp's book had been 
struck off, of which I own one ; Donald Jacobus, 
1908, whose Poems (1914) are richly meditative; 
James H. Wallis, 1906, who has joined the ranks 
of poets with The Testament of William Windune 
and Other Poems (1917); Leonard Bacon, 1909, 
who modestly x^lled his book, published in the 
year of his graduation. The Scrannel Pipe; Ken- 
neth Band, 1914, who produced two volumes of 
original verse while an undergraduate ; Archibald 
Mac Leish, 1915, whose Tower of Ivory, a collec- 
tion of lyrics, appeared in 1917; Elliot GriflSs, a 
student in the School of Music, who published in 
1918 under an assumed name a volume called Rain 
in May; and I may close this roll-call by remark- 
ing that those who have seen his work have a 
staunch faith in the future of Stephen Vincent 
Benet. He is a younger brother of William, and 
is at present a Yale undergraduate. Mr. Benet 
was bom at Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, on the 



A GKOUP OP YALE POETS 333 

twenty-second of Jnly, 1898. His homo is at Aii» 
grasta, (Georgia. Before entering coUogOy and 
when he was seventeen, he published his first vol- 
ume of poems, Five Men and Pompey (1916). 
This was followed in 1917 by another book, Th$ 
Drug Shop. His best single production is the 
Cook prize poem. The Hemp. 



APPENDIX 

/ Have a Rendezvous with Death 

The remarkably impressive and beautiful poem 
by Alan Seeger which bears the above title natur- 
ally attracted universal attention. I had sup- 
posed the idea originated with Stephen Crane, 
who, in his novel The Bed Badge of Courage, 
Chapter IX, ^s the following paragraph : 

At last they saw him stop and stand motionless. Hasten- 
ing up, they perceived that his face wore an expression telling 
that he had at last f onnd the place for which he had struggled. 
His spare figure was erect; his bloody hands were quietly at 
his side. He was waiting with patience for something that he 
had come to meet He was at the rendezvous. They paused 
and stood, expectant. 

But I am informed both by Professor F. N. Bob- 
inson of Harvard and by Mr. Norreys Jephson 
'Conor that the probable source of the title of 
the poem is Irish. Professor Bobinson writes me, 
'^The Irish poem that probably suggested to 
Seeger the title of his Rendezvous is the Beicne 
Fothaid Canainne (Song of Fothad Canainne), 
published by Kuno Meyer in his Fianaigecht 
(Dublin, 1910), pp. 1-21. Seeger read the piece 
at one of my Celtic Conferences, and was much 
impressed by it. He got from it only his title and 
the fundamental figure of a rendezvous with 
Death, the Irish poem being wholly different from 

835 
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bis in general purport Fothad Canainne mak 
a tryst with the wife of Ailill Flann, bat is shJ. 
in battle by Ailill on the day before the night §. 
for the meeting. Then the spirit of Fotfaad (c: 
according to one version, his severed head) sing 
the reicne to the woman and declares (sf. 5» 
*It is blindness for one who makes a tryst to bo 
aside the tryst with death.' " 

Miss Amy Lowell, however, thinks that Sergei- 
got the idea from a French poet. Wherever he 
got it, I believe that he made it his own, for he used 
it supremely well, and it will always be associated 
with him. 

At Harvard, Alan Seeger took the small and 
special course in Irish, and showed enthusiasm for 
this branch of study. Wishing to find out some- 
thing about his undergraduate career, I wrote to 
a member of the Faculty, and received the follow- 
ing reply: ^'Many persons found him ahnost 
morbidly indifferent and unresponsive, and he sel- 
dom showed the full measure of his powers. . . . 
I grew to have a strong liking for him personally 
as well as a respect for his intellectual power. 
But I should never have expected him to show the 
robustness of either mind or body which we now 
know him to have possessed. He was frail and 
sickly in appearance, and seemed to have a tem- 
perament in keeping with his physique. It took 
a strong impulse to bring him out and disclose his 
real capacity.'* 

There is no doubt that the war gave him this 
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impulse, and that the poem I Have a Rendezvous 
0^ t with Death must be classed among the literature 
[if directly produced by the great struggle. After 
f;r four years, I should put at the head of all the im- 
J.', mense number of verses inspired by the war John 
•^ Masefield's August 1914, Alan Seeger's / Have a 
(j^ Rendezvous with Death, and Rupert Brooke's The 

Soldier; and of all the poems written by men actu- 
^ ally fighting, I should put Alan Seeger's first. 

While reading these proof s, the news comes of 
the death of a promising young American poet, 
Joyce Kilmer, a sergeant in our army, who fell 
in France, August, 1918. He was bom 6 Decern- 
' ber, 1886, was a graduate of Rutgers and Colum- 
bia, and had published a number of poems. His 
supreme sacrifice nobly closed a life filled with 
beauty in word and deed. 
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